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LADIES and GENTLEMENS 
MUSICAL MEMORANDUM ; 
| Be DA, | 
NORFOLK SONGSTER. 


Being a ſele&t ColleQion of the moſt favourite 


$ONGS, DIALOGUES, MEDLZIYS, 
CANTATAS, | DUET'S, CATCHES, and 
- ODES,  RONDE-WS, CHORUSSES, 


Being in Number One Hundred and Ninety. 


particularly all the Songs that have been ſung at the con- | 
cert-Hall by Mr. DU-BELLAMY end Mrs, DEATH, 

With ſeveral of the Airs in the Summer's Tart, 

4 Love AT FIRST S1GHT, and MipDas., With ſome ge- 
neral Inſtructions for singing, collected 782 the moſt 

eminent Maſters, 5 | 7 


Such of the Songs i in this Collection as are ſung to old | 
OO Tunes, are inſerted at the Top. 


N. B. The Mufick of the 8 Mackyrk, the 
Dirges in RoMEo and Ju LIE, the ſingle Songs in any 
Comedy or Muſical Entertainment, or of the Songs, 
cc. in this Collection, for the Harpfichord, Violin, 

German Flute, or. Guitar, to be had (on giving timely 
Notice) of Mr. Dv-BEeLLAmy, near the White Hart 
in St. Peter's, Mancroft. Of whom may alſo be had ſeveral 


7 ende HORS, with Variations, for the en ES 
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INTRODUCTION. 


e coo he L E two principal Requiſites for 
a Singer, are an agreeable Voice, 
T * anda good Ear. : 


os 155 
14 TrnovucH there are many, 
that have neither of theſe Requiſites, who 
will, to oblige Company, (as they call it) in 
Defiance as it were of both Voice and Ear, 
murder the Compoſition of the moſt eminent 
Maſter, added to the ſoft gliding Meaſures of 
an elegant Poet. „ 


Ir is recommended to the former, that they 
do not by waiting for too much Intreaty, 
raiſe the Expectation of the Company higher 
than they are ſure they can gratify: And to 
the latter, to furniſh themſelves with ſome 
ſhort, inſtructive, or entertaining Stories, A- 
necdotes, &c. 1 | ; 

A 2 YouR 


— 


iv INTRODUCTION... 


Your too long delaying the Requeſt .of 
your Friends, in a Point which would. give 
them Pleaſure, and be a Matter of Eaſe to 


you, is, as this Author obſerves, an inex- 


* 


3 9 


cuſeable Fault in a Gentleman. As to the 
Ladies, to whom Nature has been. much 
kinder, in endowing them with a Sweetneſs 
of Voice ſo much ſuperior to the other Sex, 
he ſays nothing; whether he choſe to pay 
the Ladies the 83 of letting them 
judge for themſelves, or thought they were 
more inexcuſable than the Gentlemen (as be- 
ing much happier in that agreeable Talent) 
I cannot ſay; therefore ſhall do as he has 
done. | 


'-Ir is n proper to ſay thus much on 
this Foible of refuſing to ſing when aſked, 
becauſe it is a very natural Suppoſition, that 


few Perſons that were too ill to ſing would 


{unleſs upon real Buſineſs) come into Com- 


_ pany; therefore all the common place Eva- 


ſions will be lock'd upon (as they really are) 
an inſatiate Deſire of being courted. : 
IT is commonly obſerved, that thoſe . who 
are ſo fond of begging to be excuſed, would 
(were the Company thereon to ceaſe their In- 
treaty) look upon it as the greateſt Rudeneſs 
they could poflibly be guilty of to them. 
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FF than Inadvertence. 


INTRODUCTION, yv 
Irx you cannot fing, declare it poſitively, 
and it would be the Height of Rudeneſs in 
any Perſon preſent, at ſuch a Declaration, 
ever to aſk you again; for it would be ſup- 
poling you to be capable of being guilty of a 
Falſity. 55 


Ir you do not underſtand Muſic, it is beſt 
to learn your Songs of thoſe who do; for it 
is much eaſier to learn ten Songs that are new 
to you, than to be ſet right in one you have 
learnt wrong. 


BE careful to be perfect in the Words of 
of your Songs; pronounce them properly, 
and as articulate as poſſible; it being the chief 
Excellence of a Singer to be underſtood. 
For all the Graces, Trills, Cadences, Shakes 
or Warblings, that may be thrown into a 


Song,' cannot make Amends for keeping the 


Company in the dark with Regard to the 
denſe of the Poet. | | 


: ReEememMBER, that Senſe ſhould not give 
way to Sound. 


TERRE are many that make Miſtakes in 
the Words of their Songs through Careleſſ- 
neſs, or for want of Conſideration; but ſuch 
Errors will oftener be imputed to Ignorance 


BE 
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8 INTRODUCTION. 


BE careful to avoid all awkward Geſtures; 
it requires no other Poſition, Action, or Ex- 
preſſion, in the ſinging of a Song than in tel- 
ling a ſimular Story. There are ſome who 
(while they are ſinging a very ſprightly Air 
which requires Action and Expreſſion) will 
fall back in their Chair, and ſhut their Eyes; 
others, who are willing to avoid that Fault, 
will fix theirs, wide open, upon the Cieling 
{or any other Part of the Room) as if they 
were apprehenſive that their Singing would 
bring the Houſe upon their Heads ; nor will 
they quit their Poſition *till the Song be 
ended. Many other Partitulatities of the 
like Nature might be inftanced, but it. is 
hoped thoſe will e the End that 1 is mo 
3 | 

0 

Werke any Parſon 4 is ſinging or perform- 
ing on any Inſtrument, beating the Feet upon 
the Ground, the Hands upon the Fable, or 
any Thing that makes a diſtindt Ssund, 
Mould be avoided, leſt the Performer or 
Singer ſhould be thereby diſconcerted. This 
Caution is meant to thoſe wha do underſtand 
Muſic, as well as to thoſe who do not, leſt | 
they ſhould incur the Eng! Pedants, 1 
or pertinent. | ; 


Is | 


INTRODUCTION. vi 

In Company, the only Caſe in which beat- 
ing of Time may be d-em'd neceſſary, is in 
a Catch or Duet, which ſhould be done by 


"one of the Performers ; but in a ſingle Song 


it will appear affected. 


Ix finging, the Mouth ſhould be rather 
more opened than in ſpeaking. Inſtead of 
which, many who hae a very fine Voice, 
deprive us of the Pleaſure of hearing the beſt. 
Notes of it, by keeping their Teeth almoſt, 
if not quite e which produces inſtead 
of a pleaſing Tone, a jarring Diſcord. 


It is recommended to ſing as ſoon as aſk'd, 
and with as little of the uſual Preparation as 
poſſible ; ſuch as Coughing or Tuning. 


I FIND no Rules laid down for the Diet 
of a Singer, but conclude from my own 
Obſervation, that that which agrees beſt with 
the Conſtitution is beſt for the Voice. 
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MUSICAL MEMORANDUM: 
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NORFOLK SONG STER. 
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8 0 5 N G. 3 
In the Oratorio of Jupas Ma ccaprus.. 


\.OME ever ſmiling liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocal train : 
For thee we pant and figh ; for thee, 
With whom eternal pleaſures reign. 


"Tis liberty, dear liberty, alone, 

That gives freſh beauty to the ſun. 
Tis liberty, dear liberty, alone, 

That bids all nature look more gay, 
And lovely life with pleaſure ſteal wigs 


ONG 


(01 


8 ON G. By Mrs. DATE. 

Nenn and ſhepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; 

Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding fawns : 

Frolick, buxom, blythe, and gay, 

Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away, 


od . By Mr. Du-BELLAMY. 
i W HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 


And flowers were Gr to ſee, 
And Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh di in her eye; 
Blith Jockey's looks her heart did move, 
To ſpeak her mind thus free ; 
Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 
And ſoon 1'll follow thee. 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn ſide ; 

And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride: 

Her cheeks were roſy red, and white, 
Her een were azure blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing ſure unmeet ; 

For ganging home I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet : 

His cheek to hers he fondly laid, 
She cry'd, ſweet love be true; 

And when a wife, as now a maid, 


To death I'II follow you. 


15 


And whiſtled as 


5 
ER TATKA 
CYMON and IPHIGENI A. 
By Mr. Dvu-BELLAaMey. : 
RaCITATIiVE, 


EAR a thick grove whoſe deep embow'ring 
ſhade _ | 


Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 


A chryſtal ſtream, with gentle murmur flows, 


b Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe, 
2Z Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 


And lull'd in ſleep fair Iphigenia lay; 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove 
He trudg*d ny + unknowing what he ſought, 
| e went for want of thought, 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd, he ſtar'd, her lovely form ſurvey'd, 
And while with artleſs voice he ſoftlyſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 
K. 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Compleats the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 
RECITATIVE. 
She wakes and ſtarts, poor Cymon trembling 
ſtands, | | 4 
Down falls the ſtaff ſrom his unnerved hands; 
= Bright 


„„ 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near; 
Halt-rais'd, with gentle accent, he replies, 
O Cymon |! if it's you I need not riſe, 
Thy honeft heart no wrong can entertain 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again : 
The clown tranſported was not filent long , 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſons, 


A IX. 


Thy jetty locks that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love infpiring mien 
Thy ſwelling boſom ſkin oi ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene. 


MATT TADTLLL 


Amaz'd ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 
The former clod is thus infpir'd with ſenſe; 
She 2azes, finds him comely, tall, and firait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 
"Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend: 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


AIX. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle chaſte deſire 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate the human ſoul. 


Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate, 
Had made our lives of too long date; 6 
n vj 


S > 
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But pleſt with beauty and with loy e, 
We taſte what angels do above. 


S ON G. By Mr. Du- BELLA. 


OM Chloris, leave thy wand'ring ſheep, 
Thou ſhalt more am'rous creatures kcep, 
And be the only envied dame, 
That moves upon this graſſy frame; 
For thou ſhalt herds of Cupids have, 
And love and I will be thy flave. 


In yonder myrtle grove we'll dwell, 

With more content than tongue can tell; 
Where hungry wolves ſhall not affright 
Thy tender lambs, nor thee, by night; 
Where we the wanton thieves will play, 


| And ſteal each others hearts away. 


. By Mr. Du-BPILAUr. 


HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, all ſatirize 
| the fair, 
In proſe and rhime, and ſtrains ſublime, their 
foibles they declare; 
The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold, theſe 
prudiih, thoſe too free, : 
Ye curious men, come tell us then, what mult a a 
woman be? 


But hard's the taſk, and vain to aſk, where optics 
are untrue, | 

The muſe ſtall hear, th' indicted clear, and prove 

the crime on you: 

* The 


E 

The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy*d, on whom 
his wiſh was plac'd, 

The fool deny'd, affects the pride, and rails (to 

be in taſte.) 


But not like thoſe, the men of bliſs, their ſure. 
Criterion fix, 


Now wiſdom cries, my ſon ariſe, and vindicate 
the ſex; 


*Tis theirs to prove the ſweets of love, which 


others never ſhare, 


An evidence, that none have ſenſe, but who adore 
the fair. | - 


Ye lovely race, with ev'ry grace, celeſtially im- 
reſt, 

Tis Hon to quell, the cares that dwell, within 
the human breaſt : 

Let beauty's voice our ſouls rejoice, and rapture 
wake to mirth, | 

For Jove deſign'd, th' enchanting kind to form 
an heaven on earth, 


With ev'ry art, to win the heart, ye dear in- 

ſpirers try, 

Each native charm, with paſſion warm, and let 
love's lightning fly; 

And hence ye grave your council fave; which 
youth but ſets at nought, 

For women ſtill will have their will, and ſo I 

think they ought, 


DIALOGUE. 
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„ 
DIALOGUE: 
The ARCADIAN NUPTIALS. 


By Mr. Du-BerLamy, and Mrs. DrAru. 


5 Mr. Du-BELLAmY. 

ARK! hark! o'er the plains what glad tu- 
5 mults we hear, | | 
How gay all the nymphs with their ſhepherds ap- 
pear ; | 
With myrtle and roſes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And every nymph wears a garland of flowers, 
I car''t for my life what it means underſtand, 
There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 
Nor harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take 

place, | 7 

But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe. 


WW 
The truth, honeſt lad, why you ſurely ſhould 
know, Fe | 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Whers gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and 
ador'd, | 
Weds Daphne, the fiſter of Corin our lord, 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and 
eaſe, $8] 
All judgments can ſtrike, and all fancies can 
| pleaſe; | aged 
That Corin—but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er, 
You know what he is, and I need ſay no more, 
Mr. Du-BELLAMY. | | 
Young Thyrſis too claims all that honour can lend, 
His Countrymens glory, their champion and 
: friend ; : OE eo - 


In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line, 


Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot, 


That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart, 
After long toils and troubles paſt, 


But ſuch as dare its rights defend, SONG, ; 


5 1 
But ſuch ſlight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts, 
For truſt me his name is engrav'd on their hearts, 
1 Mrs. DATE. 

But hence to the bridal, behold how they throng, 
Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along; 
The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires, 

With tender affections, and chearful defies, 


BULL T. 
Mr, Du-BELLamy and Mrs. DE ATU. 


Ye powers that o'er conjugal union preſide, 

All gracious look down on the bridegroom and 
= 
8 and virtue, and valour may ſhine, 


May glory and honour, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous days; 
And while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 


SONG. In Txomas and SALLY. 
T3 EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart, 


How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, . 

And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ; 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
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5 S O N G. 
n leds and the laſſes were gather'd to play» 
And dance cn the green at the eve of the 


day; 
As the meadows grew ripe for the mower and 
ſey tue, 
Each ſwain with his damſel was happily blithe. 
Young Strephon appear'd i in his holiday dreſs, 
A f210nr and hat, as a badge of ſucceſs, « 
Which he won at the wake, for he wreſtled ſo 
clean, 
And none play'd at foot-ball ſo well on the green. 


The ſwains were attentive whenever he ſpake, 

And nymphs wear the ribbons he gave for his ſake; 
For Strepheh was am'rous, and. Fond of the fair, 
But he laviſhed his favours as fickle as air: 
At length as he danc'd on the ſoft moſſy ground, 

With Nelly the pride of the villages round, 

All envied his choice, and he ſicken'd with love, 
Tho' he vow'd that his wart no female our 
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He ſighs as | Rlquers, and pines all the dans: 3. 
Whilſt Nelly (fair 8 yren xults o'er her prey 5 
To Damon enpag d, no. 2 Will prize, 
For Damon i is koneft, if Strephon, 3 is wiſe: | 


The heart, tho“ well guarded, will (quently 


prove, 40 


- 


No mort: enn truſt tö bis prudence! of art; 
For bruce wy tho Tutte, 2 | eſcap"d not t the dart. 


44. 211 A 


T4- 


\ 


5 SONG. 
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But ſuch flight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts, 
For truſt me his name is engrav'd on their hearts, 


| Mrs. DEATH. 
But hence to the bridal, behold how they throng, 
Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along; 


The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires, 
With tender affections, and chearful deſires, 


D UB 1 T5 
Mr, Du-BELLamy and Mrs. DeaTn, 


Ye powers that o'er conjugal union preſide, 

All gracious look down on the bridegroom and 
bride, | | 

That beauty and virtue, and valour may ſhine, 

In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line, 

May glory and honour, and riches and praiſe, 

Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous days; 

And while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 

Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot, 


SONG. In Tromas and SALLY. 


EHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again ; 
Returns, and with him brings a heart, 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart, 
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After long toils and troubles paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 
And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ; 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend, SONG. 


8 'O.N G. 


2 DH 
1 And dance cn the green at the eve of the 
day ; | 


ds and the laſſes were gather'd to play 


As the meadows grew ripe for the mower and 
ſey tue, | 

Each ſwain with his damſel was happily blithe. 

Voung Strephon appear'd in his holiday dreſs, 


A favour and hat, as a badge of ſucceſs, 


Which he won at the wake, for he wreſtled ſo 
clean, 


And none play'd at foot- ball ſo well on the green. 


The ſwains were attentive whenever he ſpake, 

And nymphs wear the ribbons he gave for his ſake; 

For Strephon was am'rous, and. fond of the fair, 

But he laviſb'd his favours as fickle as air: 

At length as he danc'd on the ſoft moſſy ground, 

With Nelly the pride of the villages round, 

All envied his choice, and he ſicken'd with love, 

Tho? he vow'd that his heart no female evuly 
move. Mul 8 . 14 N 615 
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He ſighs as lover, and pines ail che Hane z 1 


1 Wbils + Nelly (fair Syren) xu Its 0 'excher prey; 3 


To Damon enpag d, no.of . will Prize, 1 
For Daman i is honeſt, it Strephon, 3 is wiſe : | 


The heart, tho! well guarded, will Genueatly 

prove, 5 
Whi ilſt reaſon is geb eping, a victim' to love! . 
NO morta an truſt to bis ptudence BEERS SS 
For Suche on, e ene not the dart.” 
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B 3 ek SONG, 


1 
S ON G. By Mr. Du-BEILAur. 


I'TH early horn, ſalute the morn, 
That gilds this charming place; 
With chearfu] cries, bid echo riſe, 
And join the Jovial chace. 


The vocal hills around, 


The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, 
All „ all return th' enliv'ning ſound. 


SONG. By Mrs. Drark. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Young Jockey to our cottage came; 


But tho? I Iik'd him paſling weel, 


I careleſs turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 
My milk-white hand he did extol, 


* 


And prais'd my fingers, long and ſmall ; 
Genen joy my heart did feel, 

But yet I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 
Then round about my ſlender waiſt 

He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd ; 
To kiſs my hand he down did knee}, 


But flilk 1 tarn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


With gentle looks I bid him riſe; 
He bleſt my neck, my lips, and eyes: 
My fondneſs 1 could ſcare conceal, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 
Till bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſt, 
His wanton thoughts I quickly gueſt, 


Then puſh'd him from my rock and reel, 


And angry turn'd my ſpinning wheel, 


. 


* e — 8 
pt : - 


Her lovers grew cold and dropt off, "of 
As her folly increas'd with her years, 3 

1 When time had her beauty de fac'd; . 
They left her to wrinkles and tels 


Than Cælia was efer.1 in her prime. 


( 19 ) 
J at laſt, when I began to chide, 


He ſwore he meant me for his bride 


4 * Twas then my love I did reveal, 
And flung away my ipinning wheel. 


S ON G. By Mr. Dvu-BzerLlawmy. 


 OUNG Czlia was fſpri. htly and Gay, 
Had the Bloom of Fifteen in her Check, 


2 Her lovers came flocking each Day, 

And a thouſand fond things they would ſpeak: 
She giddy and thoughtleſs gave Ear, 

23 To the tale of each flattering Tongue, 


And thought ſhe was bleſt * appear 


In a circle of lovers ſo young. 


Thus elate with the conqueſt ſhe gain'd, 


She negleQed to act with a grace, 


And thought that her triumph for life 


Was ſecure by the charms of her face; 
While Phillis more modeſt and coy, 


3 Not a lover yet boaſts in her train, 


Which Cælia with pleaſure obſerv'd, 
And delighted to give the nymph pain 


While Phillis took care to ſupply, - | 
Wich cach grace, the ſyift conqueſt of ume, 
And was much more belov'd i in decay, 


Her mind with each Virtue repletp, » 711 


lad cnamour'd a right judging 


Who 


5 


Who ſought her to make them both bleſt, 


And ſtill is unrival'd her Reign; 

All ye fair that attend to my ſong, 
Be warn'd by Cælias ill 0 

Think the graces to beauty belong, 
Leaſt forſaken you court 'em too late, 


DIALOGUE. 


AD s and laſſes blith and gay, 
Jo our paſtimes haſt a way; 
Joy ſhall here its ſweets diſpenſe, 
Charm the Eye, and pleaſe the ſenſe, 
Ever happy, ever gay, 
Life is here one Holliday. 


Love expands his pinions here, 
M uſic animates the Ear; 
And with ſoft and ſoothing Art, 
Modulates the ſtubborn Heart. 
Ever happy, &c. 


Not in vain the ſwain ſhall ſigh, 

Joy ſhall beam in beauty's eye; 

Theſe alone can life improve, 

Beauty, Muſic, Wine, and Lars 
Ever happy, &c. 


Haſten then O! gen'rous town, 
With ſucceſs our labours crown; 
On this humble grotto ſmile; 
That will well reward our toil. 
Ever bappy, &c. 
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ANT AT A. By Mr. Du-BTTLAur. 
DORUS and CLEORA, 


| RECITATIVE., 
LEORA ſat beneath a ſhade, 


Her wanton flocks forgot to play, 
nen liſten'd to the lovely maid, 
While thus ſhe mourns her ſhepherd” s ſtay; 


AI. 


E Bure time and love are both aſleep, 
Or Dorus would his promiſe keep; 


$1:atle, gentle ſhepherd, hither move, 
nd welt awake both time and love. 


I RECITAT EVE. 

Dorus wing'd with ſwift deſire, 

$ Came haſt'ning o'er the neighb'ring plain; 
Fpproaching joys the maid inſpire, 

While thus ſhe meets her panting ſwain. 


1 

15 care and anguiſh far away, 

While pleaſur- s bleſs this happy bis: 
1 ct ev ſhepherd joyful be, 

And ev Ty pair as b leſt as we. 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BZILAur. 

E nymphs and ye ſhepherds that) join in this 
4 throng, 

A Fray tarry a WG and attend. to my 3 5 
* The 


( 22 ) 
The ſtory, tho? ſimple, is true that I tell, 
I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well, 


I went t'other day, to a wake on the green, 1 
And met with a laſs, fair as beauty's gay queen; 
Jaſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd - 34 == 
And ſtr uggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray 11 
me go.“ | 
I tenderly cry'd, Phillis don't be a prude 4 
But fill ſhe return d, I'll cry out if you re 


| rude ;? 
The more that I preſs'd her, the more ſhe cry al 
.* no” 
And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, « pray ie: 
me go.“ . 


1 found no entreaties would make her comply, 
Whenever I touch'd her, t'was fye, Collin tyez 1 
So J {ent for a parſon, and made her my wife, K 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life, 


Yevirgins that hear, learn example from this, f . 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs; 


Conceal for a time all the favours you can, -F 
For chat 8 this beſt way to make fure of - 


R 0 N D E A V. Tune. Vol AAN 2A 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 

Take the helpleſs lover's part; 
* oh! ſieze ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


8 thoſe we tyrants call, 
ho the body would enthrall; i 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, Tho! 


— 
\ 


C8 3 
hoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
Cupid, god, &. 


Vhat is grandeur? foe to reſt, 
Ay mummery at heſt ; 

appy J in humble ſtate, 
I Faced, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
"XZ Cupid, god, Ke. 


"re k SON G. By Mr. Dv-BELLAMY. 
Pune. Puſh about the BRISK BOW. 


LINE ſongſters apologies too often make 
When fcall'd on I'm ready to ſing z 

* Vith hums or with haws 

4 (ere attempt to refuſe, 

And egad Sirs Pl] give you the thing. 


ye, 

» Tonceited our Beaux arm in arm walk the ſtreets 
In idleneſs take their full ſwing ; 

* ach levels his glaſs when a lady he meets, 

55 And if hand{ome they ſwear ſhe's the thing. 
he prude her own perſon conſults i in her glaſs 

our Admiring her finger and rin 
nen concludes that her perſon 21 other ſurpaſs, 

And that man muſt confeſs ſhe's the thing. 
ITZ. 


With ſmile of ſelf intereſt the landlord i imparts, 

Huct entire, I always do bring; 

| of i ingo I draw chat will cheriſh your hearts, 
And for flarour indeed 'tis the thing. | 


ae Huntſman with joy views the hare in full 
bed, 

ud with extacy bears the ky ring; ſy 
Tho With 


With the cry of the hounds, and of each neigh. 
ing ſteed, | oo # 
Quite enraptur'd he cries *tis the thing. 
The parſon well pleas'd trims the ſmoaking 
ſurloin, 9 
And ſlily leers at the pudding; 9 
Lord bleſs me he cries how nobly I dine, wr 
Oh pudding and beef is the thing. |. 


Thus the jocky at Smithſield his nag will com- 
mend, 
What a ſhape! why he's fit for the king; | 
He's ſound wind and limb, on the word of 2 
| friend, > ; 
And for ſpirits he's realy the thing. 


But bleſt with the charms of a good natured fair, 
Whoſe breath's like the flowers in ſprings 
That enjoyment alone can diſpel ev'ry care, 3 

Which, you all muſt conſeſs is the thing. 


N. B. One of the verſes in this ſong is omit- 
ted, and the Iaft altered from the original, being 
as improper ſor this collection, as the ſtage, A 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BEILAur. 


Y days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
the little birds that fly, 

ith careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree 
Were ſcarce as bleſt as I: 

Aſk gliding waters if a tear 

Of mine increas'd their ſtream ; 

Or aſk the paſling gales, if e'e 
I lent a ſigh to them, 


( 25 ) 

© But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 
The tender chains of ſoft deſire 

; 9 Are fix'd upon my thonght : 

king | An eager hope within my breaſt 

Does ev'ry doubt controul, 

And lov'ly Nancy ſtands confeſt, 

Ir he fav'rite of my Soul. 


: Ive Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
com- 4 Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 
ve gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 


gil 1 


Ss , | 


8-1 I Ye cloſe retreats of love: 
of 4 With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſſiſt the dear deſign, 


| F And make a young unpractis'd heart 
To be for ever mine. 


fair, 
The very thought of change I Bates 
„ As much as of deſpair, 
ing. And hardly covet to be great, 
omit. . Unleſs it 'twere for her; 
beine! FTis true the paſſicn 1 in my migd, 
2 x Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs. | 


et while the fair I love is kind 
11 cannot wiſh it leſs, 


1 But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 

Or flights my well meant love, 4 
Or looks with pleaſure on my Wein, V e e 
4 A pain ſhe wont remove :::: 
Farewell ye birds and lonely pine, 5 * 
3 Adieu to tears and ſighs, - W 
I'll leave my paſſion to the winds, | 
Tove unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


8 ODE 


( 26 ) 
ODE on MAS ON Rx. 


For three Voices. | 

WE the lute and quiv'ring ſtrings, 
Myſtic truths Urania brings; 
Friendly Viſitant, to thee | 
We owe the depths of maſonry, 
Faireſt of the virgin choir, | 4 
Warbling to the golden lyre, : 
Welcome here thy art prevail, 
Hail, divine Urania, hail. 
SOLO, 


Here in friendſhip's ſacred bow'r, 
'The downy-wing'd and ſmiling hour, 
Mirth invites, and ſocial ſong, 
Nameleſs myſteries among. 


| Two Voices. . q 
Crown the bowl, and fill the glaſs, 'S 


Three Voices, 7 1 
To ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace, 1 
To the brotherhood reſound, 9 
Health, and let it thrice go round. 4 
DuzrrTrT. I 


We reſtore the times of old, 

The blooming, gloriousage of gold, 
As the new creatian free, 

Bleſt with gay Euphroſyne. 3 
We with godlike Science talk, * A 
And with fair Aſtrea walk; 9 
Innocence adorns the day, 1 


Brighter than the ſmiles of May, 


1 (27. 7 

1 
8 Three Voices. 
Pour the roſy wine again, 
Wake a louder, louder ſtrain, 
Rapid Zephyrs as ye fly, 
2 Waft our voices to the ſky, 
While we celebrate the Nine, 
And the wonders of the Trine, 
While the angels ſing above, 
As we below of peace and love. 


. . g 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BeLLAaY, 


3 WW HERE the jeſſamin ſweetens the bow'r, 
3 And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
And the roſes refreſh'd by the ſhow'rs, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene ; 
In a cottage retirement there lives 
3 Young Colin and Phcebe the fair, 
The bleſſings each other receives 
In mutual enjoyment they ſhare ; 
And the Lads and the Laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phœbe and Colin her ſwain. 


The ſweets of contentment ſupply _ 
The ſplendour and grandeur of pride, 
No wants can the Shepherd annoy, | 
3 Whilſt bleſt with his beautiful brideg  - 
e wiſhes no greater delight, | | 
Luan to tend on her Lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phœbe at Night, 

1 His innocent toil to repay; FL 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin who lives in the dale. 


T hree N | © 23 If 


('W-) 
If delighted her Lover appears, 
The fair-one partakes of his bliſs ; 


If dejected, the ſooths all his cares, '4 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs ; 9 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 4 


That's practic'd in city or court, 

And thinks happineſs no where compleat, 

But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort. 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes hey'Il die in deſpair, 1 
Unleſs they are kind as Phoebe the fair. 4 
Ye Youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 

And each innocent fair-one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 

The dictates of honour obey; 
Ye Nymphs who with beauty are bleſt, 

With virtue improve ev'ry grace, 

For the charms of the mind when poſſeſs'd, 

Will dignify thoſe of the face. 

And the Lads and the Laſſes whom Hymen han 
join'd, 


Like Colin be conſtant, like Phœbe be kind. 


- D. UB TT, 

W a Phoebus the tops of the bins torr 
| adorn, 1 

How ſweet is the ſound of the e horn; 3 
When the ant'ling Stag is rous'd with the ſound, | 
Erecting his ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the and, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain. 
But ftill we purſue, and now come in view, 1 
Of the glorious game. g 

O ſee how again he rears up his head, 


And winged with fear he redoubles his ſpeed 3 
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3 Of that long hour which thee detains 


C4927 
But ah! *tis in vain that he flies, 


hat his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
cries z 


A For now his ſtrength fails him he heavily flies, 


and he pants till with well ſcented hounds, 
Surrounded he dies. 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BELLAMY. 


O him who in an hour muſt die, 
Not ſwifter ſeems that hour to fly, 
han ſlow the minutes ſeem to me 


3 Wi keeps me from the ſight of thee; 


Not more that trembling wretch would give 
Another day or year to live, 
han I to ſhorten what remains 


O! come to my impatient arms; 
O! come with all thy heavenly charms, 
3 At once to juſtify and pay 
"FT he pain I feel from this delay. 


8 O Ns. 


HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
That parts my love and me, 
y longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only wiſh to fee ; 


| ut how, my Delia, will you meet 


The man you've loſt ſo long, 
ill love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue. 


; Will you in ev'ry look declare 


Your heart 1 is ſtill the ſame, 
C3 


$ 


(30) 
wh heal each idly-anxions care 
Our fears in abſence frame: 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 1 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains detween 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind 
Should falſe and groundleſs prove, 1 
If 1 am doom'd at length to find, £ i 
Vou have forgot to Sg * "3 
All I of Venus afk, is this, 
No more to let us join ; 
But grant me here the flatt' "ring bliſs, 
To die and think you mine, 


"ME DLEY. 
-Y Gebo Dobbin. ) 2 

on Roper, and liſten to where I havef 
been. 7 

Tze tell thee what wonderful zights [ have zeen; 
Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town. 


Oh brave London! Oh ſweet London! A 
In that tamous zity, call'd fair London town., 3 


„ John and Betty.) 


Firſt you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple- Bar, 
The wax-w ork pre tty. 


I 
5% 


„ 
(1 made love to Kale.) 


Then they carried me, 

To church built by St Paul: 

Tho? thouſands I did ſee, 
?Twas bigger than 'em all, 

And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend ; 

So many wounds! I thought, 
We ne'er ſhould zee and end, 
But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we come, 
Had you been in my place 

Why, you'd have done the fame 


(Tom loves Mary paſſing well, &c.) 


To Guildhall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French defftance, | 
That when they heard the clock ſtrick one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
I cod J did not like ſuch vun, 
I was afraid rhey'd eat me. 


(Stick a Pin there) 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
Thelyons, the armour and crown to behold ; 

When the ſhew-man at laſt bid the laſſes ſo fair, 

In old Harry's pincuſhion Rick a pin there. 


(Ih 


Et 7 


And heal each idly-anxious care 
Our fears in abſence frame: 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between 

Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind 
Should falſe and roundleſs prove, 
If 1 am doom'd at length to find, 
: Youthave forgot to keg ; 
All I of Venus afk, is this, 
No more to let us join; 


But grant me here the flatt' "ring bliſs, 


To die and think you mine, 


— 


NME DL E v. 
Me Gebo Dobbin. * a 
\OME Roper, and liſten to where 1 havs 1 
been. | 
* Ize tell thee what wonderful zights 3 zeen; 1 


Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town. 
Oh brave London! Oh ſweet London! 


In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 


7 John and Betty.) 


Firſt you muſt know. 
That we did go 
Into the zity; - 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple- Bar. 
The wWax-work pretty, 
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Z To Guildhall next we did repair, 


I cod J did not like ſuch vun, 


„ 
(1 made love to Kate.) 


Then they carried me, 

To church built by St Paul: 
Tho? thouſands I did ſee, | 
Twas bigger than 'em all, 

And up the winding ſtairs, 

Amaz'd, we did aſcend ; 

So many wounds! I thought, 
We ne'er ſhould zee and end, 
But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we come, 
Had you been in my place 

Why, you'd have done the fame 


(Tom loves Mary paſſing well, &c.) 


That we might view the giants; 

They tofd me they ſtood always there, 
To: bid the French defiance. 

That when they heard the clock ſtrick one, 
They would come down and greet me: 


I was afraid they'd eat me. 


(Stick a Pin there } 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
Thelyons, the armour and crown to behold ; - 
When the ſhew-man at laſt bid the laſſes ſo fair, 
In old Harry's pincuſhion Rick a pin there. 


(17 


„„ 
| ( My fond Shepherds of late, &c.) 
Back to Weſtminſter Abby we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and 
_ tombs; 
But I never zaw ſince I was made, | 
Such a number of deadly high rooms. 
Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine, 
What the boys ſung, I underſtood not; 
But the people in chorus did join, _ 
That in heaven methought I was got. 


(The Attic Fire.) 
At play-houſe too I did admire, 
A man who walk'd upon a wire. 


As tho*f it was the ground; 
And then the zails of our mill, 


BD ſo faſt he did turn round, 
gt E ( Ketty Fell.) 
a. t now the time, alas! was come, 
_ A; / When I muſt think of going home, 
= Ah me unhappy clown ; | 
" I dreamt of what I'd zeen all night, 
1 And early by the morning light, 
I left dear London town. _ 
Charming Loudon ! happy London! 
Adieu ! dear London, London town. 


; 8 | S O N G. 
ASK if yon damask roſe be ſweet, 
4 That ſcents the ambient air, 


Then ask each Shepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


When mov'd, compar'd with him ſtand till, 
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Say 


23-3 
Say will the Vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro” the grove ? 

Bid wanton Linnets quit the ſpray, 
= Than doubt thy Shepherd's love. 
The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine; 
ve bards unenvy'd laurels wear, 
= Be fair Suſanna mine. 


SONG. By Mr. Du-nriiamy, 
HO, pox o' this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
2 And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more, 
Their face and their air and their mien what 
; rout ; | e 

Here's to thee my lad - puſh the bottle about. 


Let finikin fops play the fool and the ape, 
They dare not confide in the juice of the grape; 
But we, honeſt fellows, s'death wou'd ever think, 
Of puling for love, while there's liquor to drink. 


Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows: 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what Topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The Man that is drunk is as great as a King. 
If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks, 
Anacreon's caſes ſee page twenty- ſix, | 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul, 
Lay hold on and drown the young dog in a bowl, 
What's life but a frolick, a ſong and a laugh, 
My toaſt ſhall be this, while we've liquor toquaff, 
May mirth and good fellowſhip ever abound ; 
Boys fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
3 SONG, 


{ 34) 

SON ©. 
ARK I hear well known voice, 
Brittain ſhall be great and free, 
Tyrant rage and factions voice, 
Shall not dare to frighten thee; 
Here I fix my laſting ſeat, 
Make thy land with plenty gay, 
Freedom never will retreat, 


Till virtue take her flight away. 


s ON G. 


Ak ymph there lives whom many a ſwain, 

Has ſigh'd for oft, but ſigh'd in vain, 

And borne he inſults and diſdain, 

Of proud but handſome Molly. 

Around her throng the wits and beaux, 

With cringes compliments and bows, 

And dreſs, and oaths, and lies, and vows, 
All ftrove for lovely Molly. 


The charms that deck'd this fav'rite Maid, 

In verſe and proſe were ſung and ſaid, 

(For wits will write, and beaux may read) 
O happy, happy Molly ! 

But ſee triumphant beauty's pride! 

In vain was wit or nonſenſe try'd, 

Beaux, fops, nay flat'rers were deny'd, 
By haughty, haughty Molly. 


80 long coquetted the vain fair, 

Time that e'en beauty ſcorns to ſpare! 

Stole o'er the eyes, the cheeks, the hair, 
Of filly, heedleſs Molly, 


= 2 = 
paint, powder, waſhes are apply'd, 3 
No arts the ſad diſgrace can hide; nn 
Ir he fops forſake, the wits deride, | | 
Their once lov'd charming Molly, 9 
Fnheeded now at ball or play, 
Phe hates the pretty, blames the gay, 
h! who one tender thing will 47. 
Lo poor deſerted Molly. 

Pet ſtill ſhe ling'ring haunts the ſcene, 
2 here once ſhe acted beauty's queen, 
And ev'ry ſimple heart had been, 
The ſlave of tyrant Molly. 


At length with fruitleſs hope worn out, 
Phe quits the giddy youthful rout, 

And turns ſo monſtrouſly devout, 
No ſaint was cer like Molly: 

et while this ſolemn garb ſhe wears, 
ach world by turns employs her cares, 
And ſlander, ſermons, cards, and Prayers, 
Divide ſtill wretched Molly. 


Nuptial SONG. 
OY to the happy pair, 
Thus bleſt you are in Hymens joys, 
May you hve long, from year to year, 
And by enjoyment prove more dear. 
ome Shepherds come all ſport and play, 
And all like us keep holyday ; 


Mets dance and fing and ſport and play 
And all like us Low holiday, 


5 * 
1 
— 

N 
1 


CAN, 


int 


The gently budding roſe behold, 


Learn from my ſong the moral of the roſe, 


(39) 
{CAN TATA. By Mr. Du-BELLAMux. b 
RECITATIVE. 2 \ 
9 at Armida's feet Rinaldo lay =. 


5 
Sinking beneath the pleaſing force o by 
love; ; 


A feather'd ſongſter from a neighb'ring ſpray, 3 
With ſweeteſt ſounds thus fill'd th' AY 
grove. 


ATR. 


Half opening to the vernal beams; ; 
Its beauty cautious to unfold, 
The leſs *tis ſeen, the fairer ſeems : 
Ye tender maids befieg'd by fighing Beaux, 


Check the growing idle paſſion, 
Only built on inclination; 

Then alone it reigns compleat, 5 
When mutual love and friendſhip meet. 


And as tho? guarded round with thorns, | 

Time ſpreads the fading uſeleſs flower; 

"W hich-ne'er the lovers hreait adorns, 

Nor e'er bedecks the bridal bower : | 
When Maiden aunts their ſage advice propoſe, 
Learn from my ſong the moral of the roſe, : \ 
| Check the growing, &c. 1 
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CATCH for three Voices. 
OULD you know how we meet o'er our 
Jolly full bowls, 
As we mingle our hquors, we mingle our foals, 


oth The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſooths the 
3 ſtrong, 
And nothing but friendſhip grows all the 55 
af $ long. 


We drink; laugh ang eratify ev'ry deſire, 
Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 


CAT C U for three Voices. 


IS too late for a coach, and too ſoon to 
reel home, 


We have freedom to ſtagger when the town 18 


our own ; 3 


Les s Wwhirle it away, and whip ſixpences Wend 
Till the drawers are founder'd, and the bog ſhead 
does ſound : 


J The glaſs ſtays with you Tom, fave your ride, pull 
away, 


one minute of midnight is worth a whole day. 


SONGS in Couus. 


OW Phoebus ſinketh in the weſt, 

; IN Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt; 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 

L 210 dance, and jollity: 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 

g Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


A Rigour now is gone to bed, 
H And Advice with ran head; 
| D 
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(-) 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 
With their grave faws in lumber lie. 


ö 
OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Pheebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep ; 
While on the hyacinth aad roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone ; yet in her arms 


Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 


eil bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 


The joys of love are joys alone, 


8 O N. 8. 


LY ſwiftly ye minutes 'till Comus receive 
1 The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty 


can give; z 


The bowil's frolick joys let him teach her o 


prove, 


And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, Z 
Power and grandeur 2 inipid, and riches a Pl 1 
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| The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the 


grave; 


Love and wine give ye gods, or take back what 


ye gave. 


$0 N . 


oi P not me your muſty rules, 


Ye drones that mould in idle cell, 
The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can ſpare 


To paſs a ſingle moment by, 


That hour is loſt that's ſpent in care, 


They only live who life enjoy. 


S ON G. 
RECITATIVE. 


H gentle was my Damon's air, 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 


His voice was like the nightingale's, 
MñMore ſweet his breath than flowery vales : 


How hard ſuch beauties to reſign, 


And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 


AIR. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love 

I mourn, and Damon 1s my theme, 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 
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Nor with ſwains in Syren bow'rs 


Who wins her height muſt patient clime, 


Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


[0 3 
From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, ” 
Groves: flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flow'r in pity drops its head, 1 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 
All, all, reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek 1 in vain. 


. : 4 
\V the gayly circling glaſs, | 3 Gi 
We can ſee how minutes paſs, A 
By the hollow caſk are told, A 
How the waining night grows old: & | 


Soon, too ſoon the buſy day, 2 Bi 


Drives us from our ſports away. 7 
What have we with day to do, | 
Sons of care *twas made for you, 1. 


$ ON G. — - War 
N= on beds of fading flowers, 4 Af 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 


Will true pleaſure long reſide: 
On awful Virtue's hill ſublime, 3 
Enthroned fits th? immortal fair, 7 ( 


Their ſteps are peril, toil, and care. [1 
So from the firſt did Jove ordain . 


f 


| 
4 | 


(47-3 
CANTAT A; 
RECITATIVE, 
ET them cenſure, what care I ? 
The herd of criticks I defy; 
er the wretches know I write, 
Yrs of their grace or ſpight, 
. 
No. the fair, the gay, the young, 
2? Govern the numbers of my ſong : 
All that they approve is ſweet, 
And all is ſenſe that they repeat, 
RRCITATIVE. 
| Bid the warbling Nine retire, 
Venus ſtring thy ſervant's lyre. 


A IX. 


go 


| Love ſhall be my endleſs theme, 


hleaſure ſhall triumph over fame; 
And when theſe maxims I decline, 
5 may thy fate be mine, 
May I graſp at empty praiſe, 


1 IId loſe the nymph to gain the bays, 


DU: EF. 
can confide, 
bride ; 
pleaſe my ſpouſe, 


Kind fate no more J aſk, 
Ne'er to want my dear flaſk, 


D 3 


9 Gxrsgs wine, and a friend in whom = 
4 And a cleanly briſk girl I would have for my 
: I'll keep a brace of geldings, an eaſy pad to 


0 i And in friendly bumpers ever briſkly carouſe, 


SONG, 


( 42.) 
SONG. Mr. Du-BELLAMY. 


OME live with me and be my love, 

And we will all the pleaſure prove, 
'That hills and vallies, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountains yields; 
There will we fit upon the rocks 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers to whoſe falls, 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


A belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, 

With coral claſps and filver ſtuds, 
And if thoſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my love; 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 


For thy delight each May morning, 
If thoſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 


8:0 NC 6; 


: Would'ſt thou know what ſacred charms, 


This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms; 
What kind of nymph the heav'ns decree, 
The maid that's made for love and me, 


Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 


Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
From each ungentle paſſion free, 

O be the maid that's made for me, 
Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows; 5 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 
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hoſe ſimple thoughts devoid of Art, 
\re all the natives of her heart; 

gentle train from falſhood free, 

5 e ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


At 
=. EI f) 
e 4 1 


8 Avaunt ye light coquets retire, 
Wbere flattering fops around admire, 
Unmov'd your tinſel charms I fee, 
ore genuine beauties are for me. 


$ O NG. By Mr, Du-BEILAur. 


ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 
1 While the trumpets ſhrill clangor alarm, 
1 1188 the valleys around with ecchoes reſound, 

f And a terrible claſhing of arms. 


Let rivers of blood run down in a flood, 
While mortals are gaſping for breath, 

Let the brave if they will, by honour and fall, 
Seek glory and conqueſt in death. 


To live ſole and retire is all my deſire, 

With my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt. 

For with them we obtain, true peace without 
. pain, 

1 And a laſting enjoyment of reſt. 


In a cottage or cell where ſhepherds do dwell, 

In innocence, freedom and eaſe; | 

We lead peaceable lives who are bleſt with good 
7 wives, _ 

That ſtudy their huſbands to pleaſe, 


3 What bleſſings below can heaven beſtow, 
A en ſuch quiet as this; 
ole | No 


5 25 
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( 44 ) 
No affliction come here, no grief interfere, 
To leſſen our meaſure of bliſs. 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BeLrt amy, 


' ITH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
Each helping the other, in pleaſures I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul, 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, | 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; | 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let 'em have their own humour and I will have | 

mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our fenſes improve, 
*Tis the ſprint-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch from | 

the vine. 1 ” 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half! 


divine, - 95 A 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with _ 
| wine; | Jas | 


Then giving and taking in mutual return, 
'The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn, 


P25 


But ſnouldſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper PH quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 
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— N 6; 
q Y banks they are furniſhed with bees, 
ik Whoſe murmur invites us to ſleep, 
My Grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with Reps ; 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Fiuch health do my mountains beſtow ; 


3 My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
1 | Where the harebells and yiolets grow. 


Pre found out a gift for my fair, 

' Pre found where the wood-pigeons breed, 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

! She'll ſay*twas a barbarous deed, 

He ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

f Ard ] lov'd her the more when J heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 

Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

The face of the vallies as fine, 

he ſwains may in manners Compare, 

But their love 1s not equal to mine. 
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SONG. By Mrs. DzaTH, 


[ F o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 
hae flatt' 6 error ceaſe to prove, 
Ol let me be deceiv'd. 


T3) 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


And muſt be turn'd to hate. 5 
3 
Then call not to my wav'ring mind HM 4 
The weakneſs of my heart, Fo 


Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
'To take a traitor's part. 


8 O N G. b 
Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, 
Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 
When with love's reſiſtleſs dart, 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me. 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſowild and apt to wander, | 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 


Melting joys around her move, 
Killing pleaſures, am'rous bliſſes; 
She can arm her eyes with love, 
And her lips can ſeal with kiſſes: 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks, 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder, 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder, 


SONG. By Mr. Du-Beirtamy. 4 
OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy oo 


fair ; 4 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain won, by 
| "y 


( 47 ) | 
ugg'd and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
AI their = p , * * 
* *d as all lovers do, Wonder 1C, i 
| Kg _ DES 8 © ec 2 2 e 
A fortnight was ſpent e'er dear Moggy came to, 
For maidens a decency keep when they woo z 

At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow, 
And Jockey he gave her for jointure his cow. 
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5 hey pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the | | 
Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there; 9 
hey call'd on the parſon, and to him they ſaid, 9 
IThey'd bought a gold ring, and were come to be fi 
4 wed, i 


hey ſtaid there a week as the neighbours all ſay, 
And none were ſo happy and gameſome as they; 4 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt un- Wl. 
4 wad. | | 
or Jockey rode on and left Moggy behind. 


Purpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd, Gaffer Jock, 

Pray what is the reafon that Moggy you mock ? 

Naoth he, Gooſe, come on, why you now are my 
= bride, 

And when volk are wed they ſet fooling aſide, 


e took home his Moggy good conduct to learn, 


ho bruſh'd up the houſe while he thatch'd the 
old barn ; 1 


hey laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
nd now live as man and wiſe uſually do. 
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( 48 ) 
CATCH for three Voices: 4 
| Boat, a boat; its to the ferry, 3 


For we came over to be merry, 


To laugh and quaff, and drink old merry. 


8 O N G. 
I) HILARIA's charms poor Damon took, 
How eager he for billing, 
When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
To ſhew her pow'r of killing: 
In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart, 
He felt it never doubt him: 
Adzooks, a man were thro? the heart; 
E' er he could look about him. 


But mark the end, with ſcythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the forehead ſtruck her, 4 
And all her charms began to warp, I 
She then was in a pucker; | | 
She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe'd paſs'd no better, 
Yet ftill had hopes, e'er bad grew worſe, 
Some comely ſwain might get her. 


Philaria ev'ry lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous trial, 
But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats, 
Each frowns in cold denial. | 
Coquettes take warning, chuſe your tune, 
This woeful caſe remember, 7! 
The lover that you ſlight in June, 
You'll figh for in December, 


SONGY 


( 49 7 
*ONGS in Love AT FirsT StGut. 


Tune, DANIEL Coo ER. 


IN CE I the motley garb put on, 

8 I've ſerv'd in places twenty; 

o brothel with my lord have gone, 

To church with lady Dainty : 

nd {till for each would pimp or pray, 
Think both by turns my duty; 
In ſhort, to few things would ſay nay, 
ig Could I ſecure a booty. 


For this in courts the lawyer pleads, 
The ſailor ploughs the ocean; 

or this the ſoldier bravely bleeds, 
And doctor gives his potion. 

ee gilded vice his ſplendor wear, 

3 Poe honeſty in tatters; 

Then why ſhould Ja phantom fear? 
| Work imitate my betters, 
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Tune, Marquis of GRANRY. 
EAR sir, ſhe'll ne'er fly me, nor raſhly de- 


ny me, 

When once I but make declaration; 

ly perſon Til render, no pitiful tender, 
But ſigh'd for by Dames in high ſtation, 


AV herever 1 go I'm the coveted beau; 
No female without me e'er would be ; 
bally, T vapour, — ſa, ſa, and cut caper, 
And am what a gentleman ſhould be, 


E 


Tune. 
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(350 
Tune, The Heavy Houxs. 


8 nymphs, whoſe gentle boſoms prove 

The pleaſing, painful dart, 

Could prudence e'er contend with love, '2 
Or heal the ſtricken heart? I 


Let tyrant duty ſtrive to quell : 
Soft tumults in the breaſt ; Y 

By love led on, we all rebel; 
He victor ſtands confeſt. 
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$ © N 8. 
1 is chequer'd, toil and pleaſure, 


Fills up all the various meaſure; 


See the crew in flannel! jerkins, Z 
Drinking, toping flip by firkins; 3 


Aud as they raiſe the tip 7 
To their happy lip. 
On the deck is heard no other ſound, 
But prithee Jack, prithee Dick, 
Prithee Sam, prithee Tom, 
Let the can go round. 


Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, 
Buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, my boys, 5 
Let us ſtir, let us toil, 2 
But let us drink all the while, 4 
For labour's the price of our joys. 
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Life is chequer'd, toil and pleaſure, 


Fills up all the various meaſure. 
Hark ! the crew, in ſun-burnt faces, 


{ Chaunting black-ey'd Suſan's graces 3 


And as they raiſe their notes 
Thro' their ruſty throats, 
On the deck, &c. 


Ife is chequer'd, toil and pleaſure, 


* 


Fills up all the various meaſure. | 
Hark! the crew, their cares diſcarding, 
With huſtle-cap, or with chuck-farthing : 


Still ina merry pin, | 
Let them looſe or win ; 


On the deck, &c, 


CANTATA: 
1 


\ROM clime to clime my heart does rove, 
Smells ev'ry ſweet, yet dares not love; 


With wanton beauty often fir'd, 


But, ah! how vain when ne'er admir'd. 


J ſing, I toy, with ev'ry art, 

T' invade the tender virgin's heart; 
In gentle murmurs tell my pain; 
Bur tears are idle, yows are vain. 


Ye gods, am I the man alone 
Of love and beauty doom'd the ſcorn ; 
Muſt ſordid gold the mind controul, 


a Enſlave the will, and bribe the ſoul. | 
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„ ; 
With ſtricteſt ſcorn I'll treat the ſex, J 
And ne'er with Jove my heart perplex, Y 
Till Cupid ſend ſome gen'rous Fair, 2 
To caſe my grief and end my care. 3 


RECtiTATIVE, 


As thus the penſive Silvan ſtood, 
And ſighing view'd the refluent flood, 
The Tritons gaz'd to hear him mourn, 
And thus reply'd with vocal horn. 


ATR. 


Forbear, dear youth, the plaintive ſong, 
Nor blindly cenſure fate with wrong, 
Tis fickle Strephon coldly flies, 

And conſtant Amarillis dies, 


e 
$0 X90. 
Greedy Midas I've been told, 18 
That what you touch'd you turn'd to gold; e. 

O! had I but a pow'r like thine, 2 


I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to wine. 


| 
n 
Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, =D. 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn,  K 
And wond'ring at the mighty change, F 
Should in their native regions burn. | 
Nor ſhould there any dare Papproach 
Unto my mantling ſparkling vine, 
But firſt ſhould pay their votes to me, 
And ſtile me only God of wine, 
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s o N G. 


LIDE gently on chou murm 'ring brook, 
3 And ſooth my tender grief, 
PT was here the fatal wound f walk, 
Z ”'Tis here I ſeek relief. 
XV ith Silvio on this verdant ſhore, 
I fondly fat reclin'd, 
hpeliev'd the charming things he ſwore, 
Too credulouſly kind. 
Waile thus he ſaid, this purling fiream | 
Back to its ſpring ſhall flow,, 
D Paſtorella! e'er my flame 
The leaſt decay ſhall know. 

e conſcious waves roll back again, 
Back too your chryſtal head, | 
he falſe, Agtsrefb perjur d ſwain, 
Has broke the vou's he made. 
Perhaps ſome fairer ſhepherdeſs, 
His faithleſs breaſt has warm'd, 
ind thoſe kind vows and ſoft addreſs, | 
Her guiltleſs heart bas charm'd. | 
Por tell the nymph thou gentle ſtream, © 
If c'er ſhe viſits thee, | | 

he treach*rous youth has vow'd the ſame, 

Yet broke his boa with me. 


s O N G. 


ULCAN contrive me ſuch a . 
As Neſtor us'd of old; 
ry all thy (kill to trim it up, 

And damaſk it round with gold, 
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Make it fo large, when fill'd with punch, 
Up to the ſwelling brim; | 
Vaſt toaſts on the deliciaus: lake, 
Like ſhips at ſea, may ſwim. |: ++ 


Carve me thereon à curling vine, 
And add two lovely boys 
Whoſe limbs in am'rous folds entwine, 
The types of future joyjs. 
Cupid and Bacchus my gods are 
May love and wine ſtill reign; 
With wine I waſh away my care, 


= 


And then to my love again, 


LAB not what you ooh if ſmother, 
. Honour's laws ſhould ſacred be, 
Boaſting favours from another, v4 
Ne'er will fayour gain with me. 
But, inſpir'd with indignation, 4 
| Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 
F'er I'd truſt my reputation 


* 


With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. * \ | 


TILE bd. FEA 7: 
He who finds a hidden treaſure, - 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal; 
He whom beauty. crowns with pleaſure, 
Cautious: would his joy conceal. * 


| . 0 1477 5 * q « das Xt 2 3 ene 
Him with whom my, beart I'll venture, 


Shall my fame from cenſure ſaves 
One where truth and:pradence center? 


And as ſacred as the. graves ot 
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1 Swecter than Flora can appear: 
As Philomel attends thy lay, 

dhe envies the return of day. _ 
The tuneful lyre and ſwelling flute, 
At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute: 
Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 
FTreaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark! how the blackbird wooes his love, 
The ſxill'd muſician of the grove; 
On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly ſings, 

A cadence for the ear of kings: 
Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 

A virginal to hail a queen; 

Nature's muſic thus improves, 

All the graces and the loves. 


3 8 00 N. 

. AR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 

2 Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill! 

Much fairer than the lilly blows, 

More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, - 

- Is. Patty of the mill. WO 
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The neighb'ring ſwains her beauty fir'd, 
With wonder ſtruck, they all admir'd, 


And prais'd her from the hill: 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art, 
To footh and charm the honeft heart 
Of Patty of the mill. 


WEET thruſh, that makes the vernal year, 
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Ve fair for ever conſtant 2 ove, 


Be eyer kind, be true to love, 
Like Patty of the mill, | 
A” Windſor where Thame glides fo ſmoothly 
| along, 5 55 A - — We ; 4 
Lives the wiſh of my heart, the dear girl of my 


RJ ERR . —— 


1s the fragrance that dwells on the lips of my 


{ 56 ) 
But vain were all attempts to move 
A fixed, heart, more true to love, 1 
FT hän turtles when they bill. 

A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 

And ſweet content ſmiles in the face 
Of Patty of the mill. 

The good a friend in fortune find, 

Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill: 


ſong 3 1 0 3 

Her name all the day 1 with raptures repeat | 
And am 2 when che ſhepherds but talk of my 

Mie ene WO 3 
When my fair one is by; the whole village is gay, 
For tis ſhe, not the ſun, that enlivens the day; 
The lads are all happy when round her they wait, 
And the laſſes learn beauty by watchirg my Kate. 


Should J join the pale lilly, or bluſh- painted rofe- | 
And with pinks and ſweet woodbines a garland ÞY 


compoſe, wg 3 1 fi if 
More lovely to ſight are her looks, and more ſweet 


Kate. 3 


(87-4 
Hauch, huſh, ye vain warblers, no more crowd the 

' ray, 

: Nor think to delight with your love-liven'd day; 

ö With ſucceſs each may tune the ſhrill note to his 
mate, 

1 But your notes are all harſh to the voĩce of my 

: 3 | Kate. | 


H As ſhe fits on the banks by the fide of the ſtreams 
Ihe fiſh without fear feed, and play b ! the brim; 
And why ſhould they not, they can think no de- 
Eh ceit, 
uch truth is confeſt in the looks of my Kate, 
The ſhepherds bring poſies of flow'rs, but the 
2 Cries, theſe are but emblems that I too muſt fade : 
Wo myrtles I'll bring, and in their happy date, 
Shew the N charms of the mind of my 


3 6. 
* fragrant lilly of the vale, 


So elegantly fair; 
Whoſe Ae, perfume the fanning gale, 
Io Culoe I compare. 


What tho“ on earth it lowly grows, 
i And ſtrives its head to hide, 

ts ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe, © 
2 That flaunts with fo much pride. 


he coſtly tulip owes its hue 
To many a gaudy ſtain; 


et In this we view the virgin White, 
my Of 1 innocence remain. 


See 
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See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head, 

And to preſerve the charming flow'r, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. | 


There, while it ſheds its ſweets around, 


How ſhines each modeſt grace ; 
Enraptur'd how its owner lands, 
To view its lovely face. 


But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve, 


The inf*rence of my tale, 
May I the floriſt be, and thou 


My lilly of the vale, 


„ 0 N 8. 
TFT ET ambition fire thy mind; 
Thou wert born o'er man to reign, 


Not to follow flocks deſign'd : 


Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 


Crowns Pll throw beneath thy feet; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread; 

Joys encircling joys ſhall meet, 
Which way cer thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are: 

Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the ſkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below, 
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z E ARK! the horn calls away, 
3 j Come the grave, come the gay, 
Wake to muſick that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of floth and ariſe, 
iy „ 
From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 
bHShrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
Ihe ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 
Our forefathers, ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
V encount'ring the pard and the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
Ind taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 
© Hence of noble deſcent, f 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Pere the boſom of nature's reveal'd; 
5 ſhot in life's buſy day, 
Man of man make a prey, 
let ours be the prey of the field. 
iich the chace in full ſight, 
$ Gods how great the delight, 
ow our mortal ſenſations refine, 
1 Where is care, where is fear, 
Like the winds in the rear, 
) N geacke man's loſt in ſomething divine, 


0. -- 
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Now 


( 60 ) 


Now to horſe, my brave boys, 
Lo! each pants for the joys, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 

Then at eve we'll diſmount, 

Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


8 O.N G. 

O, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 

To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 

And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 

Tell her the ſounds that footh her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 

But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 
What are his notes, compar'd to thine * 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his trifling race, with ſcorn, 

And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


SONGS in As tov Likes ir. 


LOW, blow, thou winter's wind, 
| Thou art not fo unkind 
As man's ingrautude ; 
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© Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 

& Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 

£ Altho? thy breath be rude. 
Ft Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ky, 
Thou doſt not bite fo nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Tho' thou the waters wrap, 
Thy ſting is not fo ſnarp 

8 As iend's remember'd not. 
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I TNDER the greenwood tree, 

© Who loves to lie with me, 

And tune his merry note, 

Unto the ſweet bird's throat 

Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
= Here ſhall he ſee 

T No enemy, 

Zut winter and rough weather, 
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0 INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of 
5 mirth, 

hence jollity ſprings and contentment has birth, 
What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 

8 nd fix our delight in the juice of the vine; 

No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
hen glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 

5 Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the crown, 
And we ſtand to them fair, *cill we fairly fall 
; 1 wat | ate 4 ; 
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At acts of repeals we diſdain to repine, 


Nor grudge any tax but the tax on our wine, 
To Cæſar, to Bacchus, our tribute is due, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


His worſhip ſo grave, here may revel and roar, 

The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne'er ſpoke ſo before, 

The parſon here ſtrip off his prieſthood's diſguiſe, 

And Chloe's ſcorn'd lover get drank and grow 
wiſe; _ 55 | 

The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 

So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 
We ſeldom break necks, tho? oft crack a pate; 
If wars riſe among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 


One bumper brings truce, and another brings 


peace: | 
"Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


9. © N 8. 


A 5 Neptune late travers'd the wat'ry main, 


With each nation's genius attending his, 


train; 


Fame's trumpet, with echo, redoubled its ſound, | 
To each clime and each ſhore, and each natan 


around. 


Morblieut ſays Monſieur, and vat noiſe you cal 1 


283. © eat? | 5 | 
Britannia replies, tis ſome praiſe or eclat 
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Of my ſons, George's ſubjeQs, the third of that 


name, "I 
Hark! hark! 'tis I'm ſure, "tis the trumpet of 


The genius of Spain was arous'd with the ſound, | 


But nothing ſo greatly his ſenſes confound, 
As Hervey's appearance, with Nugent likewiſe, 


| Surrounded by Tritons loud rending the ſkies, 


His highneſs of Holland was looking amain, 

Firſt footh'd with a ſound he deſir'd to retain ; 

But his countenance chang'd, as if judg'd to ill 
doom, 

When Fame blew fortiſſimo, Britons ſtrike home, 


To Neptune, and thoſe of each nation and tongue, 


Who had giv'n or receiv'd, or had done right or 


wrong, 6 
Brave Hervey and Nugent, without more alarms, 
Told all, the Havannah ſubmits to our arms. 


That in ſpite of the force of all vapouring Spain, 


Their helliſn inventions, or ſeaſons of rain, 
Their mines or redoubts, or their ſallies or forts, 
Albemarle and Pococke had poſſeſs'd all their 


ports. | 


That the conflict was great, earth and ſeas trem- 


bled long, 
With the noiſe of the guns, and the ſhouts of each 
throng, 


The like ſhews no records ſince the world firſt 


begun, 
But Jove with the Giants, as Homer once ſung. 
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No ſooner our heroes had thus ended their tale, 


But the family-compa® look'd horrid and pale; 
Monſieur and Don Spaniard ſunk into the deep, 


| And Hogan, tho? neuter, did cordially weep. 


Then huzza! for Great-Britain, the king, queen 


and prince, 
May our ſtateſmen by reaſon or force ſtill convince 
All the world that we conquer wherever we go, 


And protect our allies, and defy ev'ry foe, 


A-CANTATA 


ReciTaTivVEe. 


C YLVIA, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun, 
Sat baſking in the ſun, _ N 


One ſtocking off, the other on; 


One ſtocking off, for why ? the gentle fair, 
Juſt then was minded to repair, 
A breach her fragrant foot had made. 


| The faithful Damon at her fide, 


Intent, the neat performance ey'd, 
And thus in plaintive numbers {ung or ſaid, 


1 AIR. 

Nymph poſſeſs'd of ev'ry grace, 
Nice in finger as in face, 

See thy ſwain all pale and ſhocking, 
Worn as thin as any ſtocking : 
Think, ah! think on what he feels, 
And darn a heart that's out at heels. 


ReECt- 


( 65 ) 
. 
Around the careleſs maid, 
To mortal eyes, 
Reſembling flies, | 
A ſwarm of buzzing Cupids play d. 


N. 


Happy inſects, Damon cry'd, 

Who at wanton leiſure ſip, 
Balmy bliſs to me deny'd, 

On my Sylvia's pouting lip. 
See from ev'ry pore diſtils 
Liquid eſſence of the roſe, 
Pearly drops in ruby rills, 

Each exuding feature ſhows, 


RECITATIVE, 


Fair Sylvia as ſhe ſat, _ 
Simper'd attention underneath her hat. 
Fond love came on apace, | 

A gracious prin 

Prolongs her chin, 
And open flew the portal of her face, 
Quick down the roſy road, 
A little ſubtle goa explores the dark abode, 
And ſpite of all her coyneſs, all her art, 
Pervades the ſoft meanders of her heart. 


A I R. 


Heigh ho! Damon, what's come to me, 

Damon, now's your time to woo me: 

If you woo me now you'll win me; 

dure I think the devil's in me; | 
e T3 I can 


( 66 ) 


can neither tay nor go, 


Damon, now's your time, heigh ho! 
e 
Y* chearful virgins, have ye ſeen, 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 
| To roſe or jeſs'mine bow'r? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade * 


For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 


Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe, 
Join'd with the lilly as it blows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie. 


Tine dew drops gliſt'ning in the morn, 
When Phoebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 


Health ſparkles in her eye. 
Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 


That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 


To hail the vernal beam. 


Her heart is blyther than her ſong, 


Her paſſions gently move alon 
| Like the {ſmooth pling 3 


SONG. By Mrs. DEATRH,. 


ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd uy duty, rack'd by love. 


| TY 


Each 


„ 

Fach ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breait ; 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 

| Heap freſh ſorrows on th? oppreſt, 
Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 

| Pity's ſofter claim remove; 

E Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 

| Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
| Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
| Neer my wretched ſtate can mend; 
I, alas] at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 


| Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 

| Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

| Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


$:0. NG. 
T Totterdown Hill there dwelt an old pa, 
And it may be they dwell their flill, 
Much riches indeed did'nt fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill : 

But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile, or of arts ; 

One daughter they had and her name 1t was Bet, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. 


Nut brown were her Locks, her ſhape it was 
ſtrait, 7 


Her eyes were as black as a ſloe; 


* —— malk PDFs pou {mart Was her 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: All 


— . — — — = - 


[I So good, and To kind, have you been my fit 


(08): 


All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did 
our, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd, 
A child wet and cold, came and knock'd at the 
door, „ 
It's mam it had loſt and it cried. 


Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt; 
She chaf'd him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 

She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt; 
But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize, 
Why love, the ſly maſter of arts; 
No fooner he wak'd, but he dropt his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings, and his darts. 


Quoth he I N Love, but oh! be not afraid, 
fe, e, Tho all 1 Hakg ſhake at my will, 


maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my {ill : 
My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondnels by 


me | 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill; 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater chu 
ſhe, 


The Venus of Totterdown Hill, 


8:0 NG. 


Made love to Kate, 
p Long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 

ill I heard of late, 

- She'd a mind for me: 14 


(09) 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt array; 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
. She ſtole my heart away. 
oh! then we kiſs'd and preſsd; were we much 
3 to blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
; ſame. | 


he 


| As I fonder grew, 

| KShe began to prate, 

} Quoth ſhe—PFll marry you, 

| And you ſhall marry Kate; 

But then I laugh'd and ſwore, 
I loy'd her more than ſo; 

Ty'd each to a rope's end 

Is 6 808 to and fro. . 

Again we kils'd and preſs'd; were we much to 

blame? N ; "0 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 
She was wond'rous ſick, 
chal Dicky Katy led, 
Katy ſhe led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play'd 
Under yonder os, | 
Katy loſt the game, 
Tho? ſhe play'd in joke. 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 


ſame. h 
; ; CATCH 


(.90--} 
CATCH for three Voices, 


92 this ſtone lies Gabriel John, | 
In the year of our Lord one thouſand (i. 

one, L 
Cover his head with turf or ſtone, 'tis all one; 10 


Pray for the ſoul of gentle John, 
If you pleaſe you may, or let it alone tis all on: 


An 
„ 0 N 6, | 
H Y Father, away, I renounce the | 


Thou ſpot to my honour, thou blaſt to my Fame; 
Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring, 


His father he loſt, when he murther'd his king, - 
"1 DES | ; 
| Ss O NG. Bu 
OME, Laura, and meet your fond ſwain, w. 

| E're Phœbus declines to the weſt, W. 
Nor let me ſtill languiſh in pain, She 
Vour preſence alone makes me bleſt ; An 
When abſent no pleaſure I feel, W. 
My paſſions but ſicken and die; Bu 
No power my paſſions can heal, | In 
Unleſs my dear Laura is by, An 
Then haſt to yon jeſſamine grove, = I 
Enjoy what no language can tell, An 
Tis the ſeat of contentment and love Ye 
Where peace and tranquillity dwell : Bu 
There Cupid our hearts ſhall unite, w. 
There Hymen his altar ſhall raiſe; W; 
„The muſes ſweet ſongs ſhall indite, Bu 
And charm the whole grove with her lays. Tc 


O this 


e 

) think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, 
ow time will glide ſwiftly away ; 

ach ſtriving the other to pleaſe, 

Dull winter ſhall ſmile as the May : 
No happineſs either will taſte, 

But what we both jointly approve ; 
Then hither, ' dear charmer, O hafte, 
And bleſs a fond ſwain with your love, 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BEILAr. 


S thro' the grove I chanc'd to ſtray, 
A I met young Phillis on her way ; 
I few like light'ning to her arms, 

And gaz'd in rapture on her charms : 
Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 


in, with eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, 
And call'd me bold preſuming clown: 
While J confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


In tender ſighs I told my love, 
And pledg'd my faith on things above; 
But ſhe like all her ſex was ſhy, 

And tho? I ſwore, would not comply : 
Yet I preceiv'd ſhe mer my flame, 

But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 
When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, * 
Will lovely Phillis be a bride ; 

But hark! T hear the tinkling bell, 
To church let's og, it pleas'd her well: 


and 


1 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 
- But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O! fye for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's bands have made us one, 
The joys we taſte to few are known 

No jealous fears our boſoms more, 

For conſtant each, we truly love : 

She now declares I'm not to blame, 

Nor longer cries, O! fye for ſhame. 


SONG. By Mr. Dv-Beiramy, 
F END your aid now my muſe, to the ſub- 
ject I chuſe, | 
A ſubje@ which none can explode; 
For the great and the ſmall, muſt approve cne 
and all, 


The ſong that is taſte A- la- mode. 


See the wits of the age, with fury engage, 
In politicks dangerous road; 
The reaſon is plain, Entre Nous tis their pin, 
Beſides, Sir, tis taſte A- la- mode. 


See a ſockey's dreſs grace my lord in the race, 
That this is abſurd is allow'd; | 

No matter for that, his lordſhip cries pat, 
Yoa muſt own it is taſte A-la. mode. 


Shall we trip to the park, where the wife meet 
| her Park, | 
While her cornus at home's ſafe beſtowed; 
Jure this muſt be wrong { no matter my ſong 
hall ſet it down taſte A-la-made. 


The cit too behold, all belae'd o'er with gold, 
Like Phæton drive on the road; o K 
7 * ion 


\) 


. 
" 


| (73-7 
C Shou'd you ſee in the news, he's a bankrupt 
| my mule, | 

Declares that is taſte A-la- mode. 


The critic whoſe rage ſparc's nor youth, ſex nor 
age, 

Who deal in fong, ſatire or ode; 

Should the pedaut damn mine, 1 ſhall not 1e- 

. pine, 

| Becauſe it is taſte A-la- mode. 

1. Vos let each beau or wit, wife, belle, lord, or 

| a Cit, 

On whom I the verſe have beſtow'd, 

[Lend their voice in the praile of the bard and the 

| lays, 1 5 

Which are written in taſte A-la-mode. 


De 


S O N G. By Mr. Du-BrTTAur. 


, | OW pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the 
' | lains, | 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and 
'y - ſwains, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong : 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 
Bleak winter's approach they behold without 
fear, | 
And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for 
more. + 


ects 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
und aſe every moment of life as it flies; 


— 


( 74 

Gey youth is the ſpring-time, which all mu. 
improve, 

For ſummer to ri pen an harveſt of love: 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

'Fo lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 

Whole frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright 


eye, 
Let friendſhip take place then of youth's kercer 
Joy. .. 
DUE T. 


HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah! me what meant my throbbing 
breaſt; | 
Say ſoft confuſion, art thon love A 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


Wich gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain, 

Thoſe gentle ſmiles d. bi firſt create; 
And tho? you cannot love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


SONG. By Ir. Dr. 


HE ſen, from the eaſt Fips the mountains 
with gold, 
*. the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 
e = hehold, 
The lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's chear ful ſummons reba!. es our 
e 
With the { pot} of the held there no pleaſun 
en vie, LE, 1 

White jocund we follow the hounds 5 in fall o_ 
8 2 et 


Webs, 
Let the drudge of the town make riches his 
ſport, 
And the flave of the ſtate hunt the miles of che 
court; 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
| But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 
Wich the ſports, &c. 
E Mankind'are all hunters in various degree; 
| The prieſt hunts a living, the lawy ra fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho' often like us they're 8 out with diſ- 
grace. 
With the ſports, &c. 
The cit hunts a plum while the ſoldier hunts famez 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 6 
And = 2 e tho' ſhe ſeems to re» 
ale, - 
Yet in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover perſues. 
With the ſports, &c. 
Let the bold and the buſy, hune glory and 
wealth, 8 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the Matos of healeh'; 
With hounds and with horns, thro? the wood. 
10s - lands to roam, 8 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at 
ps home. 
With the ſports, &c. 


ut SONG.. In the Way To Kerr Hin. 


YE fair married dames who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſt is a lover no more; 
Attend to my council, nor bluſh to be taught 

. That prudence mult eri what beauty has 


t caught. | 
| (a 2 Uſe. 


98 
Uſe the man that you wed like your fav" rite 
guitar 
Tho! there's muſic in both; yet there both ap: 
to jarr; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a | delitate OY 
Not handled too roughly nor play'd on too much, 


The linnet and ſparrow will feed from your 
hand, 


Grow fond by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
mand; 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ill, 


For he: vil. like your birds may be train'd to your 
Wi 


Be gay 1 good humour'd, complying and 
ind.: 

Turn the chief of your thoughts, ſrom your face 
to your mind; 

*Tis there that the wife may her conqueſt im- 
prove, 


And Hymen will river the fetters of love. 


s 0 N . 


Oi che gods of the Grecks, at ambroſial 
feaſt + : 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing ; 
Merry Momus amongſt them was fat as a gueſt, 
Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing: 


On each in the ſynod the humouriſt drolPd, 

So none could his jokes diſapprove : 

He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


4 Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 


« Grows grievouſly tired of late; fle 


le 


* 


: — * +4 
* 8 25 es th. | 
* Ty A 
„ 0 7 N {9% iow. : q 
+ , N - ” x * W — , 
4 * 


* 
« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than 
before, 

« So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 
love knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 

From his ſhoulders com manded the ball, 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the 
| world, 


And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


. 


| Miſs, pleas'd with the plaything, review'd the 
f globe round, 

loo ſee what each climate was worth, | 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
f bound, 

And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 

With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 

| France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 


e What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe be- 
| ſtow'd, 
- And F reodem ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


pour nl virtues ſhe left! in this ille, 
As guardians to cherriſn the root; 

The bloſſoms of Liberty *gan for to ſmile, 

| And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 

| Thus fed, and thus, bred, from a bounty ſo 
rare, ü 

O preſerve it as free as 'twas giv'n. 

We will while we've breath; nay, we'll graſp it 

in death, 


Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


* 
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| RECITATIVE. 
2 — | . . - h. 
S tink'ring Tom the ſtreets his trade did J 


. Cry, ä . 
He ſaw his rods Silvia paſling by; 3 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac's, WW 
With the rich cinders round her I vely wei}, 3 \ 
Tom with upliſted hands the occaſion bleſt, = 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſ.'!. We . 

50 
AI R. | ol 

Oh! Silvia, while you drive your carts 1 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 1 
You take our duſt, and ftcal our hearts: 3 A 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, : L 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 1 
Oh! lovely Silvia, eaſe my pain, | © 
Give me the heart you ole again BY 


Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 


RECITATIVE. 


Silvia advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt as black as low, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below; 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, 

And then reſolv'd to ſpeik, ſhe cry'd, Stop John, 


AIR. 


Shall 1 who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry crowd oppreſs d; 


Ambition 


479 


Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

E The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
and ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 
E Shall long to ride in my duſt- cart. 


* 
Fes 
* 


8 
| 4.7 OUNG Strephon long doated on Phobe the 


z fair, 

E hoſe heart of his anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare 3 
But fearing his paſſion would changeable prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft dictates of love. 


The beauties you fancy the fair one would fay, 
Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to decay; 
Lore founded fo ſlightly can never prove true, 
Ihe bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain, 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain; 
Tho' age, like the winter, may blaſt thy tair prime, 
Let virtue, ſtill blooming, gains vigour by time. 


The ſtrength of my eyes, with your charms, will 
decline, es | | 

Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine, 

While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 

E Preſerves thy dear image as bright as 'tis now. - 


r 


e 


n, 
| fear, 


That makes fancy'd evils like real appear, 

The ſwift flying moments with ardour improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. 
. Kind 


Then baniſh, dear Phoebe, each doubt and each 


— 


VA. 
— — 


p e IT ee ret rt = 


- —. 


— 


— 
o 


Find Phœbe aſſenting believ'd the fond youth, 


| wn then he'd tell me he mutt die, 


To nymphs, whom years had wiſer made, 


hat Damon by his ſex's art, 


680) 


Who provꝰꝗ that his paſſion was founded on truth; 
Tho* envious old age may her beauty Impair, 
Her virtue and honour will ever be fair, 


. 7 


N HEN Damon firſt my eyes beheld, E: ! 
* My heart with ſecret tranſport thrill'd, Nhe 
And pit-a pat it went. 5 = WF 
Young, artleſs, innocent, and ſhy, = / 
So unexperienc'd was J, | Hos 
I wonder'd what it meant. he 
Where'cr F met him on the plain, 5 a 
He'd kiſs me, sgh, and kiſs again, * 


And ſweeteſt tales invent; 


ut as I ſaw no danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


— 


F told the tender things he ſaid, 
And of his fad complaint. 
Fall e the tender things they knew, 
For chey, like me, had heard them too, 
Nor wonder'd what he meant, 


They anſwer?d love had touch'd my heart, 


Might cauſe me to repent ; 
And that I ſhould deſire the ſwain, 
To tell me when we met again, 
If he to wed me meant. 
„% VH Rejoic“ 
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Erst) 
ejoic'd ſuch good advice to find, , 
; tript to let him know my mind, 

Aacroſs the mead I went, 

old him, did he not deſign 

With me in Hymen's bands to join, 

I wonder'd what he meant. 


| he youth, whoſe love was aw'd by fear, 
Prew raptur'd ſuch ſweet ſounds to hear, 
And ſtrait to church we went. 5 
How wiſe we all by marriage grow, 

Tho! fooliſh once, yet now I know, 

1 know what Damon meant. 

A 7 OUNG Collin fiſhing near the mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the hill, 
EZ Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel. 
J he mill was ſtopt, no miller there, N 
I he {mild to fee the youth appear, | 

but turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel. 


Thy cheeks, ſays he, like peaches bloom, 
hy k breath 15 like the ſpring's perfume; 
On thy ſweet lips my love V11 ſeal. 

on ſtately ſwans fo white and ſfeek, 
Are like to Sally's breaſt and nec / 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


Tho', fair one, beauty's tranſient pow'r, 

Fades like the new-blown gaudy flow'r, 

Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell ; 

or where ſweet modeſty appears, 

Ne never ſee the vale of years: 

She ſmil'd and turn'd her . 
pe 


„ 
The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says ſhe, I ſcorn for peace and health, 

Where honeſt labour earns her meal: 
Who tells the flatt'rers common tale, 
Can never o'er my heart prevail, 

And make me leave my ſpinning-wheel. 
The ſwain who loves the virtuous mind, 
Alone can make young Sally kind, 

For him I'll toil, 1:1 ſpin and reel. 

It is the voice, ſays he, of love, 
Come haſten to yon church above: 
She bluſh'd, and turn'd her ſpinning-whee!, 


S O N G. 


OUNG Daphne was the prettieſt mail 
The eyes of love could ſee, 
And but one fault the charmer had, 
*T was-cruelty to me, 
No ſwain that e'er the nymph ador'd, 
Was fonder, or was younger ; 
Yet when her pity I implor'd, 
*T'was, Stay a little longer, 


It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, 
One May-morn in the grove, 
When Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 
Now, now's the time for love. 
J preſs'd her hand, it wak'd her pride; 
What did I mean to wrong her? 
Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd, 
But love will ſtay no longer. 


Then, kneeling at her feet, I ſwore, 
How much I Iov'd, how well, 


el, 


. 


5 


Ide pipe with hazel hound Palzmon gaye Paſtora; 


(33 7 

pd that my heart which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell. 

pnſent ſtood peaking | in the eye, 
Of all my cares prolonger, 

|: Daphne utter'd with a ſigh, 

Oh! Stay a little longer, 


The conflict 1 in her ſoul I ſaw, 


| wirt virtue and deſire, 


0 come, I cried, let Hymen's lay 
Give ſanction to love's fire. 
1 lovers gueſs how great my joys, 

| Could rapture well prove ſtronger ? 
Wen virtue ſpoke in Vophpe' s VOIEC, 
Tou now ſhall ſay no longer. 


$0.0. 


ALEMON lov'd Paſtora, 
Paſtora ſigh'd for Damon; 


1 ut Damon lov'd Aurora, 
Aurora young Palæmon. 


Palzmon gave Paſtora a wreath and ſhepherd's 
= _ crook, | 


d Damon gave Aurora a knot and reaping- 


. hook; 

Paſtora gave to Damon a cap with chapler: 
: crown'd, | 
I urora gave Palzmon a pipe with hazel bound, 


1 Tis cap with chaplets crown'd young Damon 
N gave Aurora, 


The 


| ( 4 } 

The wreath and ſhepherd's crook Paſtora p:ycy 
Damon, IEEE Ui 

The knot and reaping hook Aurora gave Palema 


So croſly turn'd their preſents went, 
Their loves ſo odly varied, 


That ev'ry token which was ſent, 

It's true deſign miſcarried. 5 
SONG. By Mrs. Dz avi. * 

\ HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, A 
In what ſecret grove or cave; 7 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, F 
From the young, the gay, the braye : NU 

Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, Y 
Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns ; Ih 


Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, ih 
 Whereloe'er the damſel turns, 1 


Virtue youth good ſenſe and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not, 

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, £ 

5 , j TY 

Sometimes are the booby's lot; oh 

U 


Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 
Now ſome ſubtle mean invader, N 
Wins the hearr or gains the ear. of 
O diſcretion thou'rt a jewel, 1 
Or our grand mamma's miſtake; 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake: 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence weigh the banns; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
 Wearit on your knots and fans, SONG 


— 


(---85:-] 


SONGS in Acis and GaALaATEA, 


OVE ſounds the alarm, and fear 1s a flying, 
N When beauty's the prize, what mortal fears 
= dying; 

i defence of my treaſure I'd bleed at each 
| vein, 

© Without her no pleaſure, for life is a pain 


8 when the Dove laments her love 
| All on the naked ſpray; 

C . nen he returns no more ſhe mourns, 
© Butloves the live-long day. 


Billing, cooing, panting, wooing, 
. Me ting murmurs fill * grove. 


& | 
, 8 O N G, in BRITTANIA. 
[i IH me gallant ſailor hear me. 
3 While your country hath a foe; 


le is mine too never fear me, 
I may weep but you ſhall go. 


. Tho! this lowr'y ſeaſon woo's you 
Vo the peaceful ſports of May; 
add love fighs ſo long to looſe you, 
Love to glory ſhall give way. 


Fe TEE IN 
EN. 


Can the Sons of Britain fail her, 
While her Daughters are fo true; 
MX * loft courage > muſt avail her, 
We love honour, loving you. 


Sy 


NG) 


War 


( wv 1 
War and danger now invite us, 
Blow ye winds, auſpicious blow, 
Ev*ry gale will moſt delight us, 
That can waft us to our foe. 


C3 6 1 A£- 24, 
RRERCITATIVE. 
"T*HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent 
ſtand ; | 
My ſons, began the ſage, be this the rule, 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchnql, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old Care begone, here ſadneſs were a lin, 
Tell not me the joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
Wealth and wiſdom J deſpiſe, | 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe : 
The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, | 
And I was born for them alone. = 
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RECITATIVE. 

Buſineſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 1 
Give them to the fools I hate. = 
1 f A 1 R. | 


But let love, let life be mine, 

Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, 

Mind not what the grave one's ſay ; Gu 


Loc 4.;4 
Gaylv. let the minutes fly, 
In love ana freedom, wit and joy, 


So ſhall love and life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay. 


S O N G. 
F3 ARK! the birds begin their lay, 
Flow'rets deck the robe of May; 
Zee the little lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the clover ground ; 
While the heifer's ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance, 
O'er the lawn in feſtive dance; 
G:rlands from the hawthorn bough, 
Grace the happy ſhepherds brow ; 
While the laſſes in array, 

Wait upon the queen of May. 


Innocence, content, and love, 

Fill the meadoiws and the grove; 

Mirth that never wears a frown, 

Health, with ſweetneſs all her own; 

Labour puts on pleaſure's ſmile, 
And pale care forgets his toil. 


Ah! what pleaſures ſhepherds know? 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow. 
Love improves each happy hour; 
Grandeur has not ſuch in tore. 
Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence. 


H 2 


" I _ TIF r * R eh rc” ee by Eng 
2 * . * R n ö ** 3 * 9 5 6 . 4 e n . 5 N 
WE 0 9 ERS, Eg Sin, ot ra 2 y P «3% SY 6 * # - = A r = * Lak 2 n 23 "ORs I art CU Vs INLAY * 5 . 
RY n F 7 F > 5 7 4 N 7 8 . 4% x 
ͤ ² —ͤ;ꝛͤ 


CAN- 


_— — — 
— - 
4 4 — 


2 ps Eg" a — 
rr : ST" x 


£ — > * _ » 7 — * — 
> CES 
— — ———— Set as ———ů —ͤ— — 
1 — - = l - . — 3 * r 
— - — — — I — 


( 88 ) 


CO 


RECITATIVE. 
S porter Will along St. Paul's did move, 
Depreſs'd by weighty load, but more by 
| love ; | | | 
By chance the fair Ceriſſa there he found, 
Crying her fine heart cherries round and ſound : 
Will joyous inſtant pitch'd, then ſtrait carcf;'{ 
her, 0 
And leaning o'er her barrow thus addreſs'd her. 
A I R. | 

Thy lips are cherries ſweeter far, 
Than thoſe which in the barrow are, 


With ſuch a ftore of charms ,*tis well 
You may have ſtolen hearts to fell : 
Mine, dear Ceriſſa, too you know, 
You ſtole it from me long ago, 


And now I ſtop to aſk of thee, 
To give it back, or marry me. 


RECITATIVE. 


Ceriſſa archly leering as he ſpoke, 

While all the cherry bluſh'd upon her cheek, 
The melloweſt fruit unnotic'd cull'd apace, 
And ſent like thunder at his doleful face; 
Then graſp'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 
And looking round at Will, triumphant ſung. 


. 


Shall I poſſeſt cf all theſe charms, 
Sleep nightly in a porter's arms, 


M'ambi. 
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Wambitious foul deteſts ſuch ſcum, 


And fighs for conqueils yet to come, 


Fair youths my ſovereign pow'r ſhall feel, 


Ten thouſand hearts I'll daily fteal, 
And beauteous nymphs thall envious ſee, 
C:own'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me. 


E RONDEA VU. 
E T3 Y my ſighs you may diſcover, 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart, 


; Fee can ſpeak and tell the lover, 
$ 'W hat the tongue mull not impart. 


fie - 


Fn [Ning ſtiame forbids revealing | 
Apr Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove; 

* Bur tis hard, and paſt concealing, 

When we truly. tondly love. 


CATCH for tkree Voices. 


EF OK thou'rt a toper, let's have t'other quart, 
Eing, ring, we're ſo ſober, twere a ſhame to 


£ 
. 4 
%d 5 
a 
4 
1 


rt; 
dne but a cuckold, bully'd by his wife 
; 0 coming late, fears a domeſtic ſtrife. 
re, fo are you, to call and knock, 
ock boldly, the watchmen cry, Paſt T welve 
4 0 clock, 


H 3 SONGS 
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SONGS in the MrercHanrt or VENICx, 


ASTE, Lorenzo, hither fly, 
To my longing arms repair, 
With impatience I ſhall die, 
Come and ſooth thy Jefly's care; 
While we then in wanton play, 
Sigh and gaze our ſouls away. 


Y bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the wafting ſummer flies; 


Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, | 
Nor ſtorms, nor night ſhall keep me here. f 
What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare ? . 
Oh! Love has fetters ſtronger far: = 
— By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, = 
1 But cruel love enchains the mind. 0, 
k No longer then perplex thy breaſt ; | 3 
WM When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt: Wt 
1 *Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay, = 
. Away, my Jefly, haſte away. WT 
| | 


3 O keep my gentle Jeſly, 
WW What labour would ſeem hard, 
0 Each toilfome taſk how eaſy. 

Her love the ſweet reward. 
The bee thus uncomplaining, 
. - Efteems no toll ſevere, 
| The ſweet reward obtaining 

Of Honey all the year. 
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HA DUET. 
3 AIR Aurora, prithee ſtay ; 


O retard unwelcome day ; 
Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 
© Thus careſſing, thus careſt, 
| From the idol of my heart, 


Forc'd at thy approach to part. 
oO D E. 
HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 


And friendſhip? s 2 jewel we ſeldom can 
. 


How ſtrange does it 9985 that i in ſearching a- 
Y round, 

This ſource of content is fo rare to be found ? 
EO, an ! thou balm, and rich ſweet' ner of 
I ife; 

Lind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of Arife ; 8 
5 * ithout thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 

. P deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


low much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
1 On whom we may always with ſafety depend? 
On joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
B When fortune 1s ſmiling, what crowds will ap- 
5 ear, 

3 : beit dne to offer, and friendſhip ſincere 3 
= cc change but the proipea, and point out di- 
5 ſtreſs, 

No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG. 


1 
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SONG. By Mrs. DRATR. dine 
H! Sawny, why leaveſt thou thy Nelly h 
| mourn ? Vo 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, when naithing could | 
pleaſe me, Pi, 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, An 
Or thro' the wood laddie until thou return. = 
Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are Wl 7: 
clear, 
While lav'rocks are finging, and primroſes A 
ſpringing, ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eyne or my ear, on 
When thro'the wood laddie ye dinna appear. l 
That I am forſaken ſome ſpare na to tell, W 
I'm faſh'd wi their ſcorning, baith evening and 
morning, 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi a Knell, 
When thro' the wood laddie I wander my ſell. . 


Then ſtay my dear Sawny, nae longer away, 

But quick as an arrow, haſte here to thy marrow, . 
Wha's living 1 in languor till that happy day, WH 
When thro” the wood laddie we'll dance fing and \ 


play. | 1 
SONG, By Mr, Du-BrLLAuv. 5 


| H! Nelly na longer thy Sawney now mourn: 

| Let muſic and pleaſure abound without 
| meaſure, 

On hillocks and mountains, or low in the burn, 


Or thro* the wood laſſie ling Sawny's return. 
inc: 


(593) 
ence J have been abſent from thee my dear Nell, 
Mo peace, no delight have I known day or night, 
The murm'ring Rreams, and tne bills eeho tell; 
How thro? the wood lafie 1 breath'd my ſad knel!, 


7 . 


Bit now to all forrow I bid a full dieu, 
fnd with joy like the dove, I'm return'd to wy 
love, | 
T; ne maxim of loving in truth let's p. fink 
en thro? the wood laflie we'll bounily Woo. a 


Come lads and come laffes be blythſome and gay, 
Len your hearts merry be, aud your pipes full of 


. glee, ' 
The Highlands ſhall ring with the joys of the 
© day, 
| While chro' the wood happy we e dance, ling; : and 
play. 
8 ON. OAT 
WII Delia ever ould I aa 
Admire, adore her all the ay | 1 1 2 52 
i - (he ſame field our flocks we'll feed, ö 


fo the fame ſpring our heifers lead. 
v. hat joy where peace and love combine, | 
To make our days unclouded ſhine. 


. ms, ye Muſes, ad "Ty art, | irs 
More d aceply to * 3Fape her 1 6 

1 6 ſc: "Ive not to refit my Name, 

i "TY in a Captive's name e's WE 
Nor would ] AI could be fe | 

but boaſt my loſs of liberty. 


SONG. 
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War ſnepherd or nymph of the grove, 


{1 94 ) 
$ © N G. 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 


Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since Sylvia no longer is here: 


My flocks if at random they ſtray, 5 
What wonder ſince ſhe's from the plains ? Th 
Her hands they were wont to obey, 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains. Fo 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd, 

_ - To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 

To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, | 

Or the river that runs by the mill; | 1 

There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, | 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 


How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, M 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold. [0 
| It 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 


Which before had been hid from my view; 
And while arm was enfolded in arm, In 
My lips to her lips how they grew : A1 
How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt, | 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, Su 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſt, [1 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. : p 
No changes of place or of time, Ss I 
I felt when my fair one was near, 0 


Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year. 


ſq 
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In winter's rude lap did we freeze? 

Did we melt on the boſom of May, 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
We roſe up to work or to play, 


— — 
a 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, | 
| She had all the kind gods could umpart,} 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair and the envy of art. 

There 1s all that is worthy to prize, 

In all that is lovely is dreſt, 

For the Graces were throng'd in her eyes, 
And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt 
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Y the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 
I met with young Phoebe, who lives at the 
mill, | 
My heart leapt with joy at ſo pleaſing a fight, 
For Phœbe, I yow, is my only delight. 


I told her my love, and fat down by her ſide, 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my 
bride ; 

In anger ſhe ſaid, get you out of my fight, 

nd go to your Philiis, you met here laſt night, 

ourpriz'd, I reply'd, pray explain what you mean, 
| | never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen ; 
Nor can I conceive what my Phoebe is at. 
| © can't you, ſhe cry'd, well J love you for that 


| Say did you not meet here laſt night on this ſpot? 
| © Collin, O Collin, you can't have forgot: 
I heard 


{a 


{94 ) 
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07 Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since Sylvia no longer 1s here : 
y flocks if at random they ſtray, 
What wonder fince ſhe's from the plains ? 
Her hands they were wont to obey, 
' She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d, 
Io the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ; 
There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold. 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 

Which before had been hid from my view ; 
And while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My bps to her lips how they grew: 

How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt, 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſt, 

Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No changes of place or of time, 

I felt when my fair one was near, 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year. 


HAT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, . 


In 


In 
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lu winter's rude lap did we freeze? 
Did we melt on the boſom of May, 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
We roſe up to work or to play, 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had all the kind gods could unpart,} 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair and the envy of art. 
There is all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that is lovely is dreſt, 
For the Graces were throng'd in her eyes, 
And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


Y the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 


I met with young Phœbe, who lives at the 
| mill, 5 


My heart leapt with joy at ſo pleaſing a ſight, 
For Phœbe, I yow, is my only delight. 


T told her my love, and fat down by her ſide, 


And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my 


bride; | 
in anger ſhe ſaid, get you out of my ſight, 
And go ro your Phillis, you met here laſt night, 
ourpriz'd, I reply'd, pray explain what you mean, 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen 
Nor can I conceive what my Phoebe is at. 
O can't you, ſhe cry'd, well J love you for that 


day did you not meet here laſt night on this ſpot? 
O Collin, O Collin, you can't have forgot: 


I heard 


2 10 
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1 heard the wRoles A morning from Mat, 


You ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. 


Tig falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phœbe, believe, 

For Mat 1s a rover, and means to deceive; 

You very well know he has ruin'd young bat, 

And ſure, 17 dear Charmer, muſt hate him for 
hats 


Come, come, chen ſhe cry d, if you mean to be 
kind, | 
I'll own 'twas to know the 1220 ſtate of your 
mind; 


Tranſported l kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a par, 


I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that, 


SO NG. By Mrs. DEATH. 


AT ER parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 


To the bubbling founts may flee, 


Or thro' fertile vallies glide: 


Tho' in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 


Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Panting for its native home. 


Q D E. 


WEET contentment, heav'nly brigkt,) 
Worſhip'd thro" the realms of 118 ht, 
Void of thee what's wealth or pow' r, 
But the pageants of an hour. 
Pride ne er taſtes thy ſoft repoſe, 
Pomp and grandeur are thy foes, 
Yet within the moſs- -grown cell, 


Thou with poverty can'ſt dwell. 
See yon humble ſwains advance, 


Beat the ground in jocund dance; Hark! 


- ld tw . At: *..- - tm 


4 
Hark ! the merry milkmaids ſing, 
All beneath thy gladſome wing ; 
Wide beams forth th' eternal ray, 
All who wou'd be happy may; 
And how e'er we change the name, 
Virtue and content's the ſame, 


D. 
RECITATLY te 
RITONS attend, 1 ſing in merry lay, 
The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's 
day; 
What ſurfeits caught, what feeding when they 
dine, 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine: 
What ſights are ſeen, what rattling, fuſs and noiſe, 
Of coaches carts, men, women, girls, and boys; 
Who ftreets, bulks, windows, tops of houſes 
| throng, 
To view his Lorpſhip paſs in ſtate along. 
| A+ © 
Ob! London is a fine town, &c. 


Oh! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave and gay, does 
honour to the city, 

Aud old and young, and rich and poor, muſt own 
tis vaſtly pretty 

To ſee the gilded coach ad ſix, and man in ar- 
mour ride, 

In pomp and ſplendor from Guildhall, unto the 
water - ſide. 

And when in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of 
good Cheer, 

What pity tis ſo fine a ſight ſhould come but once 

a year | 


: Recira 


Ss, 50 
.RECITATAIVE. 


The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 
The mob diſpers'd, to dinner's all the cry. 


With haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 


The ſtarv'd mechanics ſeek their diff rent halls, ( 


At the full groaning board each takes his ſeat, 


With brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to eat. 1 
1 A I R. 
( Ghofts of ev' ry occupation, &c.) 
Cits of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry age and ev'ry ſtation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum,  _ 
All with napkins tuck'd before 'em, 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt ; 
With the victuals here ſuch work is, 


Snatching turtle, geeſe, and turkies L 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, | 
Cheeſecakes, cuſtards, tarts, and jellies, ( 


Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt. 


RECITATIVE, 
'Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, | 
The difhes empty'd, and the cloth remov'd ; | 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail. 7 
Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoke, ſome ſnor- 
ing lie, Ha 


And ſome with jovial ſongs Old Care ey. „ 
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: A 4B 
Come hither my Country Squire, &c.) 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink, 
Briſk wine ſoon away forrow drives; 


Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink- 
| Confuſion to bailiffs and wives, | 


eon sss. 


Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, 
Such guzzling here you ſee; 
The buck and furr'd gown together ſit down, 

And all are good company. 


AIR. 


To enjoy life while we may, 
I'll prove from the ſcriptures is right; 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
And lie with his doxy at night. 


Crorvus repeated. 


REOITATIVE. 


But ſoon the luſcious grape ſo potent grows, 
Mirth and good hamour's turn'd to words and 
blows ; 5 | So 
Now rogue and cuckold thro! the hall reſound, 
And wigs, and canes, and cravats- ſtrew the 
5 „ ground; _ | 
Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 
And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed. 
IR, 1 AIR, 
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Bc 

AN e fy 

(There avas a jovial Beggar, KC A 

Let heroes both by land and ſea, * Bu 

Their deeds in battle boaſt; 2 c 

They only fame acquire now, CN 

Who eat and dring the moſt. Et Be 

Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go, 1 


Then a guttling we will go. 


In Rory we are told of one, 

An ox ſlew with his fiſt; 

Then at a meal he eat him up; 
Gods! What a glorious twiſt! 


If then good eating's fo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 
« God bleſs the court of Aldermen, 
The Sheriffs and Lord Mayor. 
When a guttling they do go, do go, do go, 
When a gutthag they do go, 


8 0 N . 


| 8 Ion purple tapeſtry lay, 

A And ſlept the tedious night bn 
Well warm'd within 8 * 
With ſparkling wine, | NE 

I ſeem'd with. virgins briſk as May, 

To dance and ſing and wanton play. 


The ſhepherds all together flew, 

And envious glanc'd and look'd aſkew : 
And ev'ry ſwain | 
Upon the plain, Both 


EC 101) 


Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, | 
That I with virgins had to do. f 


An am'rous kiſs T would have ta'en, 

But waking found my hopes were vain : 
Then curs'd the day, | 
Whoſe glaring ray, | 

Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a pain, 

Then ſtrove to ſleep and dream again. 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BeLLawy. 

| REELITATIVE. 3 

488 whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 

Loud ſings the blackbird thro' retounding groves, 

And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. : 


A R. 
Away, to the copſe lead away, 
And now my boys throw off the hounds, 
Fll warrant he ſhews us ſome play. 
See yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers and ſmoke em my 
| bloods, eel SE. 
Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn, | 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; 
* $0 he breaks it and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind, 


1 3 e 
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| Bc 

A IX. a * 

| (There was 4 jovial Beggar, &C > A, 
Let heroes both by land and ſea, B 


Their deeds in battle boalt ; 

They only fame acquire now, 

Who eat and dring the moſt, 

Then a guttling we will go, will go, Will go, 
Then a guttling we will go. 


In ſtory we are told of one, 
An ox ſlew with his fiſt; 
Then at a meal he eat him up; 
Gods! what a glorious twiſt! 


If then good eating's fo renown 4, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 
« God bleſs the court of Aldermen, 
The Sheriffs and Lord Mayor. 
When a guttling they do go, do go, do go, 
When a ann they do go. | 


$ 0 N . 


| S I on purple tapeſtry lay, 

A And ſlept the tedious night waky's 
Well warm'd within * 
With f. parkling wine, | Z 

I ſeem'd with; virgins briſk as May, 

To dance and ſing and wanton play: 


The ſhepherds all together flew, 
And envious glanc'd and look'd alkew : 
And ev'ry ſwain : 
Upon the plain, Both 


1 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with virgins had to do. 


An am'rous kiſs T would have ta'en, 
But waking found my hopes were vain : 
Then curs'd the day, 
Whoſe glaring ray, 
Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a pain, 
Then ſtrove to —_ and Tan again. 


SON G. By Mr. Dubai 
Kier ien. 
HE whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing | 
dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 


Loud fings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. ; 


A IX. 


Away, to the copſe lead away, 
And now my boys throw off the hounds, 
Flt warrant he ſhews us ſome play. 
See yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers and ſmoke em n my 
bloods, 
Tis a delicate ſcent- lying morn, 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; 

So he breaks it and Dans amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 


f 1 Oer. 


| { 103 ) 

O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 

All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 

Stout reynard well follow until that he die, 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro' the dale, 
All parch'd, from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life, can his cunning prolong. 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that 
he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


» 


et $8. 0: Woe” 

ona means that tender ſigh, my dear, 
Why filent drops that chryſtal tear ? 

What jealous fears difturb thy breaſt, 

Where love and peace delight to reſt, 

What though thy Jockey has been ſeen, 

With Moily ſporting on the green, 

*Twas but an artful trick to prove 

The matchleſs force of Jenny! s love. 


Tis true a noſegay Ladd reſs'd, 

| To grace the witty Daphne's brealt ; 
But *twas at her deſire to try, 

If Damon caſt a jealous eye. 

Thoſe flowers will fade by morning dawn, | 
Neglected ſcatter'd o'er the lawn, 
But in thy fragrant boſom lies, 
A ſweet periuins that never dies. 


SONG 


ues 


J. 
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. 
O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare, 
The merits of wine with the charms of the 


fair; 
T appeal to the Men to determine between, 


A tun-belly*d bacchus, and beauty's fair queen. 
The pleaſures of drinking henceforth J reſign, 


For though there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in 


wine ; 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 
'Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the plaſs 
ſmile, is obo ode Le 8 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I behold her, the more I admire ; 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore, 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me, when beauty's no 

more. : Te Bee, 

How happy our days when with love we engage, 
Tis the tranſport of youth, tis the comfort of age; 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl, | 


Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul. 


A ſot as he riots in liquor will cry, 
The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I; 
From this fair confeſſion, tis plain my good friend, 
Tou're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big bellied bottle may raviſh your eye, 


But how fooliſh you'll look when your bottle js 


dry; 


From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleafure muſt 
3% PR NT, _ 
Nay the Stoics muſt own it ſhe is the beſt thing. 

* 0 ; 8 7 1 1 4 | | | e 


„ 
Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford, 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord; 
But woman for ever gives tranſport to man, 
And I'll love the dear ſex—aye as long as I can. 


| r No 7.5 25 
HERE the bee ſucks there lurk I, 
In a cowſlip's bell I lie, 
There I couch when owls do cry. 
On the bats back do] fly, 


After ſun-ſet merrily, merrily, O 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, DDD 
Under the bloſſom that hangs on the bow. Wh 

S % N. 8. Dy * 


EH OLD my brave Britons the fair ſpringing 
gale, Fan aps = 
Fill a bumper and toſs off your glaſſes; 
Buſs, and part with your frolickſome laſſes, 
Then a-board and unfurl the wide flowing ſail, 
C.HQ:R US, | 
While Britiſh, oak beneath us rolls, 
And Engliſh courage fires our ſouls 
To crown our toils the fates decree, 
The wealth and empire of the ſea. 


Our canvas and cares to the winds we diſplay, 
Life and fortunes we chearfully venture, 
And we laugh and we quaff and we banter, 
Nor think of to-morrow, while ſure of to-day, 
nn HCO 
The ſtreamers of France at a diſtance appear, 
We muſt mind other muſic than catches, 
Man 6ur quarters and handle our matches, 
Our cannon produce, and for battle prepare. 
While Britiſh, &c. | Engen- 


( 105 ) 
noender'd in ſmoke and deliver'd in flame, 
Britiſh vengeance rolls loud as the thunder, 
Let the vault of the ſky burſt aſunder, 
o victory follows with riches and fame. 
While Britiſh, &c. | 


CAN TATA 
RECITATIVE. 


OME courtly youth whom love inſpires, 
May ſing of flames and ſoft deſires, 
Dr firing Apollo's tuneful lyre, 
ro move in melting ſtrain: 
ut I Parnaſſus ne'er have ſeen, 
ſhe god of love, or Cyprian queen, 

know not what thoſe fancies mean, 
| poor and homely ſwain. 
| : 41:0; $7 Ws: 
know that I went to the fair, 
[he miller's daughter Moll was there, 
er beauty made me gape and ſtare, 
A woeful fight for John. 
fell in love upon the place, 
told her my unhappy caſe, 
et ſtill ſhe turn'd away her face, 
And bid me get me gone, 


ly heart wept bumping in my breaſt, 
t broke a ſcore of ribs at leaſt ; | 
ne live-long day I take no reſt, 

Nor cloſe my eyes at night. 

am ſo bad at times that I, 

or aught I know may come to die; 
f ſhe keeps on her cruelty, | 


lam in doleful plight DUET. 


106 
"D- UE 7. 


RISE, gentle muſe, and with wiſdom | in. 


| ſpire, * 
Each boſom that glows with an ardent defire, 
For from glorious actions the bliſs that accrues, 


Is the worth all admire, and each Maſon hs: J 


| 80 LO. 
Hence harmony ſprings. 


Du r and CHorwvs. 
Hence harmony ſprings, 
*T'1s the cement of love, 
Fair freedom on earth, 
And br'g':t union above, 
F 
Indignant around us tho' diſcord is ſeen, 
And malice, dread power of envy, the ſpleen, 


To the one we'll be deaf, to the other be blind, 


Since virtue alone i is the frength of the mind, 
| 8 01 0. 
Hence harmony ſprings. 
Dukr and Crorvs. 
Hence harmony ſprings, oy 
"D UE TI 


Thus beauty's gay charms with a \ Tſtre divine, 
Our art ſhall adorn which for ever ſhall ſhine; 


Till time, circling round, mall unfold the great 


trutl, 
Which thus has united the ſage and the youth, 


80 Lo. 


Fence harmony ſ] ſprivgs. 
Dur 


(17) 
Duzr and Crorvs, 


Hence harmony ſprings, 

Tis the cement of love, 
Which ſhall teach us on earth, 
The ſweet raptures above. 


$ O N G. 

W OULD you taſte the morning air, 

To yon verdant fields repair, 
Where cowſlips ſweet, and vi'lets blue, 
With grateful ſcen's ſhall welcome you. 
Hear, hear, the ſoft and cooling breeze, 
Fanning, thrilling, thro' the trees, 
While the dew, beſprinkling round, 
Cools the thirſty parching ground. 


Hear the lark now ſoaring high, 

With her echo fills the ſky, 
The charming nightingale and thrufh, 
Are warbling notes on ev'ry buſh : 
Haſte, fair nymph, then haſte away, 
Taſte theſe joys without delay, 

Prove, and proving, you will tell, 

The morning joys do all excel, 


n, 
lind, 
d. 


Nuptial SONG. 


W Hymen light the torch of love, 
” Your happy ſtate began; 
Hyav'n will protect, if you approve, 

Be you the careful man. 


ne, 
ne; 


grea 


uth, 


Cheriſh your blooming bride each day, 
With love, celeſtial pure, . 


Ay 


1 


Jus 


( 108 ) 
All earthly beauties fade, * | 
But heav*nly minds endure, 


Sweet peace and concord, bleſs the pair, J 
By providence made one; 

All harmony be center'd here, Ja 

Nor diſcord ever known. 11 

| H 

May you prove fruitful as the vine, 80 

Be bleſt with hopeful heirs, N 

To comfort both in life's extreme, W 

And ſoften all your cares, 

Live you their num'rous race to ſee, 3 

Moſt beautiful and wile ; T 

Grow up to full maturity; 

With them and theirs rejoice. 8 

May plenty bleſs your lateſt days, BY 

In perfect health be found; N 

Sounding your great creator's praiſe, W 

Till with his glory crown'd. U 

. I >: 

HE militia are men Bt 

That merit my pen, | Sy 

Some valiant, couragious, and tall, Be 

That diſcipline know _ | St 

To face the French foe, St 

J wiſh I could ſay fo by all. M 


That always can't be, 
As lately we ſee, | 
By a plain and a clear demonſtration, 
If you raiſe men by merit, 
You'll have them of ſpirit, 
And tewer great n in the nation. 
We SONG, 


NG, 


- 


{. x09 - )* 
S8 O N.. 
ATURE gave all creatures arms, 
Faithful guards from hoſtile harms ; 
Jaws the lyon brood defend, 
Horrid jaws that wide diſtend; 8 
Horns the bull feſiſtleſs force, 
Solid hoofs the vig'rous horſe; 
Nimble feet the fearful hare, 
Wings to fly the birds of air. 


To the fox did wiles ordain, 

The craſtieſt of the Sylvan train; 
Tuſks ſhe gave the grunting ſwine, 
Quills the fretful porcupine; 

Fins to ſwim the wat' ry kind, 


Man the virtues of the mind; 


Nature laviſhing her ſtore, 
What for woman had ſhe more? 


Helplefs woman! to be fair, 

Beauty fell to woman's ſhare ; 

Beauty that nor wants or fears, 

Swords, or flames, or ſhields or ſpears 3 
Beauty ſtronger aid affords, 

Stronger far than ſhields or ſwords ; 
Stronger far than (words or ſhields, 
Man himſelf to beauty yields. 


VT 
1 meaner themes diſcaining, 
To the lyriſts call repair, ; 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe — Britiſh fair. 


Chief 


5 
Chiefs throughout the land victorious, * 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, f 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the fair. 


All the works of mirth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life or ſpirit, 


But as borrow'd from the fair. A 
Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 'T 
Hut if you for truth declare, 

Worth and manhood are the faſhion, N 

Favour'd by the Britiſh fair, H 

£ T 
S8 O N. 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, N 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drown 
them in wine; | | | 
T try'd it but found when J came to depart, 
The wine in my head, but love ſtill in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
. :- "Weaghd ; | 

Then gravely pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair, 


That's truth reply'd I, P've no need to be taught, 
1 came for a counſel, to find out a fault; 

If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
When like lightning ſhe darts thro? each throb- 

| bing vein ; 5 1 
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1 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


SON G. By Mr. Du-BELLAMux. 


Na plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 

] With a mill and ſome meadows, a freehold 
eltate ; 

A well meaning miller, by labour ſupplies, 

Thoſe bleſſings, that grandeur to great ones 
denies : | 

No paſhons to plague him, no cares to torment, 

His conſtant companions are health and content ; 

Their Lordſhips in lace may take note, if they 
will; 7 

He's honeſt, tho? daub'd with the duſt of his 
mill, 

Ere the lark's early carrol ſalute the new day, 

He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May; 

He cheerfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair, 

While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of itate, 

Or bribing elections in hopes to be great, 

No fraud or ambition his boſom does fill; 

Contented he works, if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday bedeck'd in his homeſvun array, 

At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 

Ne fits to a dinner of plain Engliſh food, 

Tho ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good; 

At night, when the prieſt and exciſemen are 
gone, | = = 

He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John, 

Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill; 

No Monarch more bleſt than the man of the mill, 

K 2 SONG. 


(2) 
S O N S. 
1 HE lark's ſhrill notes awake the morn, 
The breezes waye the ripen'd corn, 
The yellow harveſt ſaſe from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil. 


The flowing bow! ſucceeds the flail, 
Ober which he tells the jocund tale. 


7 HILE overnice criticks indulging their 
rage, | | t 


Exclaim that all finging's unfit for the ſtage, 
And others, tho' dift'rent, are equally wrong, 
Who fix all that's pleaſing alone in a ſong ; 
Such triflers IL leave, let them cavil on ſtill, 
While I ſing in praiſe of the maid of the mill, 


The ſtage is a garden we very well know, 
Where ſenſe, truth, and virtue, ſhould conftantly 
row, 
The rank weeds of vice be all carefully ſought, 
Torn up by the root, and expos'd as they ought, 
The performance is good, which this end can 
fulfil, 


And this we muſt own—in the maid of the mill. 


Mirth, beauty, and innocence, mutually ſtrive, 
To rouze the attention, and keep it alive. 


In Aimworth true greatneſs ſhines ſtrongly con- 
feſt, | 


And love's native flame, glows in Patty's ſoft 


* Each 
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CH 
Fach boſom reſponds to her voice's ſweet trill, 
And wiſhes ſacceſs to the maid of the mill. 


While muſick and ſenſe, ſhall have charms to 
invite, | 

And wit and true humour afford us delight, 

While candour excites in the regions of taſte, 

And Britons encourage the good and the chaſte, 

80 long let ill- nature declaim as ſhe will, 0 

Applauſe ſhall attend on the maid of the mill. 


CAN TAT A of the Mare. 
In Imitation of the ITALIAN. 


RECITATIVE. 


N me, what ſhall I do? 

My poor dear mare has loft her ſhoe, 
And I've no money to buy new; | 

Some drunken raſcal in the night, 

Has torn her ſaddle out of ſpite, 

T'has ruin'd and undone me quite. 

But what does moſt my ſoul aſſail, 

Is that in fury of his ale, ar 


The curſed dog has lopt her tail. Us) 
O mare. O mare, well may'ſt thou grumble, . 


Thy ſhoe is loſt, and thou muſt fumble, | 
Surely the fellows. brains were addle, . 
That cropt thy tail, and tore thy ſaddle, 
O mare, O mare, well may'ſ thou grumble, * 
'T by ſhoeis loſt, and thou muſt ſtumble. 

Ts 1 K 3 80 NG. 
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$ ON G. 
HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen g- 
broad; 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away! 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds, 
Upbraids our too tedious delay, In 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox 
O''er hills and o'er vallies he flies: 
Then follow—we'll ſoon o'ertake him—Huzza! 


The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. W 
Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, T 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs io cefreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 80 
With ſport, love, and wane, fickle fortune defy; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours; | 5 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 1 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. « 


S O N G, 


O roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 

J How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place, 

With never-fading. love: . 
There, Phenix-hke, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, 
Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find, 

More fragrant roſes there, | 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd, 

With envy and deſpair ; 


a 


3: 1 Þ BY 
One common fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with envy, I with love, 


Sd. 0: N 6, 
ARK Daphne from the hawthorn buſh 

| The ſpotted Finches ſing, 
In artleſs notes the merry Thruſh, 

Salutes the blooming ſpring ; 
On verdant bed the violet hes, 

To woo the weſtern gale, 
While tow'ring lillies meet our eyes, 

Like love- ſick virgins pale. 


The rill that guſhes o'er the ſhore, 
Winds murm'ring thro? the glade, 
So heart-ſtruck Thyrſis tells his moan, 
” To win his clay-cold maid ; 
The golden ſun, in freſh array, 
Flames forward on the ſphere; 
Around the May-pole ſhepherds play 
To hail the flow'ry year. 5 


Say ſhall we taſte the breezy air, 
Or wander thro' the grove; 

There talk of Sylvia's wild deſpair, 
The prey of lawleſs love; 

Ah! no, ſhe cries,” o'er Sylvia's fall, 
Exult not, tho? *twasjuſt, _ 

Daſh not the ſinner's name with gall, 
Nor triumph o'er her duſt.” 

True virtue ſcorns to fling the dart, 
Herſelf above all fear ; ” 

Wher juſtice ſtings the guilty heart, 
She drops the gen'rous Tear; 


Then 


( 114 ) 


| 8. 0::N-G; Pne 
| | Nou 
HE, echoing horn calls the ſportſmen t: 
broad ; | | 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away! 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds, 
Upbraids our too tedious delay, 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox 
O'er hills and o'er vallies he flies: 
Then follow—we'll ſoon o'ertake him—}{uzz; 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſnouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to cefreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 

Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs, 


S8 ON G. 
O roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 
_F How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place, 
With never-fading love: ; 
There, Phenix-like, beneath her eye, =; 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die. : 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find, 
More fragrant roſes there, 

I fee thy with'ring head reclin'd, 

With envy and deſpair ; 


* 1 
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115) 
One common fate we both muſt prove, 
ou die with envy, I with love. 


4 . 

ET TARK Daphne from the hawthorn buſh 

H The ſpotted Finches ſing, 

In artleſs notes the merry Thruſh, 

E Salutes the blooming ſpring; 

On verdant bed the violet lies, 

To woo the weſtern gale, 

While tow'ring lillies meet our eyes, 

Linke lovesſick virgins pale. 

The rill that guſhes o'er the ſhore, 

Winds murm'ring thro? the glade, 

© So heart-ſtruck Thyrſis tells his moan, 

= To win his clay cold maid ; 

The golden ſun, in freſh array, 

Flames forward on the ſphere ; 

Around the May-pole ſhepherds play 

Io hail the flow'ry year. _ 

Jay ſhall we taſte the breezy air, 

Or wander thro? the grove ; 

There talk of Sylvia's wild deſpair, 

Ihe prey of lawleſs love; 

Ah! no, ſhe cries, o'er Sylvia's fall, 

Exult not, tho? *twasjuſt, 

Dan not the ſinner's name with gall, 

| Nor triumph o'er her duſt 
True virtue ſcorns to fling the dart, 

Herſelf above all fer; 

Wher juſtice ſtings the guilty heart, 
She drops the gen'rous Tear; 
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B. belt one day, gay ly ſtriding, 


Priſtine heroes crow n'd with glory, 


5 
Then own ye Nymphs, this godlike truth, 
Is on your hearts impreſs'd; 


On brighteſt patterns form your youth, £ 
And be for ever bleſt. 


S ON 6. 


J On his his never failing ton, 
Sneaking aquapotes deriding; 
Thus addreis'd each toping ſon: 
Praiſe the joys that never var), 
And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
All things noble, bright and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. 


Owe their noble riſe to me; 
Homer wrote the flaming ſtory 

Fir'd by my divinity : | 
If my influence is wanting, 

Mufick's charms but ſlowly move, 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 

Till I fill the fwain with love. 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, 
| Mortals! this way bend your eyes, 
From my ever flowing treaſure, 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs arife ; 
Here's the charming, ſoothing bleſling, 
Sole diſpeller of all pam, 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 
He who drinks not, lives in vain. 


SONG, 


- 


q 


( 117 ) 
VV 
g Aur The Maid that's made for love and me.“ 
TTEND ye nymphs while I impart, 
The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 


1 10 tell what ſwain, if one there be, 
b Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let honour all his actions guide, 
Stedtaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 
With pure good- nature ſweetly j join'd, 
Pure friend to modeſt merit be, 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Wbere ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
eie griefs bedew the dropping eye, 
Melting f in ſympathy J ſee, 

Ahe ſwain defi gn'd for love and me. 


| Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 

5 Within his tender, gen'rous heart; 
ch! be that heart from falſehood free, 
b Devoted all to love and me. 


1 S O N G. 
f F your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
: Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe ; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
| ws from drinking will ariſe : 
y ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
hange what nature made ſo fair; 


| Drink 
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Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the belt, 


= Ee id 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire ; 

What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content, 

Drink and ſet your minds at reſt, 

Quiet of mind is always bet, 
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Buſy brains we know, alaſs! 
With imaginations run, 
Like the ſand in th' hour olaſs, 
Turn'd and turn'd and fill runs on s 
Never knowin 8 when to ſtay, 
But uneaſy ev'ry way: 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always belt, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


— r 


— — — —ʃ — — 


-_- 


Mirth when mingled with our wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free, 

Let it rain, or ſnow, or thine, 
Still the Gs thing 'tis with me; 

There's no fence againſt our fate, 

Changes daily on us wait, 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 

Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 
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1 AMYNTOR. 


* 
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he ſun in its extenſive round, 
Neter ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bride, 


PASTORA. 

K 1 to be true is ſweet and fair. 
baſtora with Lucinda vies, 

When ſweeter ſhe than is the air, 
That fleets bencath Arabian ſikics, 


AMYNTOR. 


Wong had I figh” d my am'rous tale, 
$ Bat ev'ry care's requited now. 
of PASTORA, 
MWichout a bluſh I here repeat, 
hat to the nymphs I told before, 
us hee my tender heart does beat, 
Poſteſ.'d of thee I aſk no more. 


AmYNTOR. 


| And with this kiſs my love I ſeal, 
Fund may I when I bre:tk my vows, 
The pangs of tortur'd lovers feel. 


PASTORA. 


fi ; Foul l, engrateful to my ſwain, 
BB Kick him with domeſtic ſtriſe, 


\STOR A's come with myrtle crown'd, 
1 To bleſs her fond Amyntor's ſide, 


4 

Y ; 

he felds, the oroves, each hill and vale, 
Ive witneſs'd to my faithful vow z 


b Fiss wich this wreath I crown thy brows, 


LDL 


Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire ; 
Whar the world can more preſent, 
Will not add to my content, 
Drink and ſet your minds at reſt, 
Quiet of mind 1s always beſt, 


Buſy brains we know, alaſs! 
With imaginations run, 

Like the ſand in th' hour glaſs, 

Turn'd and turn'd and ſtill runs on; 
Never knowing when to ftay, 
But uneaſy ev'ry way : | 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Mirth when mingled with our wine, 

Makes the heart alert and free, 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing 'tis with me; 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait, 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the belt. 


DIALOGUE. 


E. 


( 119 ) 
DIALOGUE 


AMYNTOR., 


JASTOR A's come with myrtle crown'd, 
To bleſs her fond Amyntor's fide, 
Ihe ſun in its extenſive round, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bride. 


PAS TORA. 


If to be true is {ſweet and fair. 
Paſtora with Lucinda vies, 

Then ſweeter ſhe than is the air, 
That fleets beneath Arabian ſkies. 


AMYNTOR. 
The fields, the groves, each hill and vale, 
Have witneſs'd to my faithful vow z 
Long had J figh'd my am'rous tale, 
But ev'ry care's requited now. 
 PasToORA, 
Without a bluſh J here repeat, | 
hat to the nymphs I told before, 
For thee my tender heart does beat, 
Pollcſs'd of thee I aſk no more, 


AmMYNTOR, 


Thus with this wreath I crown thy brows, 
And with this kiſs my love I ſeal, | 
And may I when I bre:k my vows, 
Ihe pangs of tortur'd lovers feel. 


7 


| | PAaSTORA. 
Should I, engrateful to my ſwain, 

Afll& him with domeſtic rife, 

15 | May 


„ 
May I be driven from the plain, 
y ev'ry virtuous maid and wife, 
PD UE FT, 
Come, Love, and lead the merry round, 
Come with thy olive ſceptre peace, 


Come, ſmiling Joy, and deck the ground, 
With health that always gives increaſe. 


| S O N- G, 
A WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks 


grey, 
And ſweetly bedappled forebodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


Then hark in the morn to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 
While the ſeaſon invites with all its delightz, 
The health giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawn, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns; 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 
Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt, 


But oh ! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ſtart juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 
While joyous from valley to valley reſounds, 
'The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds, 


See how the brave hunters with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers no danger they feu, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. y 
| | | | e 


( 121 ) 


Ye cits for the chace quit the joysof the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 


Ours till is repaid with contentment and health. 


8 N 8. 


HE women all tel] me I'm falſe to my laſe, 
That I quit my poor Chloe and ſtick to my 

glaſs; | 

But to you men of reaſon my reaſons I'll own, 

And if you don't like 'em why let 'em alone. 


Altho' T have left her, the truth I'll declare, 

| believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But ſuch goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe, 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 


85 


frown ; 
;ng WI Bot tell me ye lovers of liquor divine, 

ö , a : 
ns: Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine, 
J : 


t, ler lillies and Roſes were juſt in their prime, 
t. Bat lillies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 

s, But in wine from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


3, They tell me in time that my love wou'd been 
ands, cloy'd, | | 

te, And that beauty's infipid when once *tis enjoy'd ; 
” But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 
feu or che longer I drink the more thirſty am I. 


Yet tho? ſhe cou'd ſmile, yet in truth ſhe cou'd 


IL : Perhaps 
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Perhaps like her ſex ever falſe to their word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a lord; 

But my bottle regardleſ: of titles or pelf, 

Will Rand by me, when I can't ſtand by myſe'f, 


She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my life, 
With nurſes and children, and ſqualling and ſtrife; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 


For a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


8 ON. 


EE Youths be advis'd, and this do®rine 


deſpiſe, 
To drink is a vice, but to love's to be wiſe; 
Then leave to the toper his ſelfiſn dull plan, 
For love, mighty love's, the beſt proof of a man. 


Contempt for the ladies was never yet thought 
A recommendation in camp or in court, 
In law or in phyſick, mechanicks, or ſea ; 
He that ceaſes to love, ſurely ceaſes to be. 


Then why all this bouncing in praiſe of his 
wine, | 
' Had he join'd love and bottle, indeed I could 
„ chhime; 
But a bigot in whatever ſhape he appears, 
Has a title, I doubt, to his brother's iong ears, 


He fear's being left, and with reaſon he may, 
While his wine is his darling, what woman will 
„ 7 | 
For whatever regard they've for titles or pelf, 
They'll ſtand by the man tuat can Rand by 1 
+ Ra len 


| „ | 
Then let no ſtaunch drinker henceforward be 
vain, | 
Of a foible deſtructive to Venus's reign; 
But if he's reſolv'd to continue his glaſs, 


Let him hug his battle, let me hug my laſs, 


ST 


7 8 I ſaw fair Flora walk alone, 


The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
As Jove deſcending from his tow'r, 
To court her in a ſilver ſhow'r : 
The wanton ſnow flew to her breaſts, 
As little birds into their neſts; _ 
But veing overcome with whiteneſs there, 


For grief diſſolv'd into a tear, 


Thence falling on ner garments hem, 
To deck her troze into a gem. 


SONG. By Mr. Du-BELLAMY. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment, 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content; 
If 1 ſuffer with pleaſure, why inould I complain, 
Or orieve t my fate, fince I know ®tis in vain : 
Yet ſo ple:ſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 
3 | 2 oy | 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 


And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known, 
But oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
Ey ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 


When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 


Aud our eyes tell each other what neither dare 
Name. | How 


| 


( 124) | 
How pleaſing 1s beauty, how ſweet are the 

charms! | | 1 
How delightful embraces, how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love, 


*Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above; 


And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 
yield, 5 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair 


field. 
S O N G. 
Eaſe lovely ſnepherd, ceaſe to mourn, 
Nor longer wanton in thy grief; 
Her aſhes ſleep within their urn, 
Let new- born paſſions give relief: 


Tho Silvia was ſo ſoft and fair, 


That all the youths and n-ighb'ring ſwains, 
Languiſh'd with paſſion and deſpair, 
While ſhe reign'd-miſtreſs of the plains, 


"Tho" ſweet ſhe was as morning dew, 


And ſilent as the cloſe of nigh: ; 
Shepherd ſhe breaths no more for you, 


Bat riſes in the brighteſt light : 
Colin then let thy throbbing heart, 
For ſprightly Celia glow and burn: 
Sighs for thy ſighs ſhe will impart, 
And gentle love for love return. 


Favourite SONGS, &c. in MipAs. 


CHORUS. Tune, The king of Pruſſia's march. 


OVE, in his chair, 
Of the ſky Lord May'r 
With his nods | 
Men and Gods 
| Keeps in awe, When 


Is 


a 
When he winks 
Heaven ſhrinks, 
When he ſpeaks 
Hel! ſzueal: 8 


Earth's globe is but his taw, 


Cock of the ſchool 
He bears deſpotic rule, 
His word 
Tho abſurd 
Muſt be law. 
Even fate 
Tho' ſo great, 
Muſt not prate, 
His bald pate 
Jove wou'd cuff, 
He's ſo bluff, 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities 
Like mice, in cheeſe, 
To ſtir muſt ceaſe, 
Nor gnaw. 


8 O N G. Tune, Shaan Bwee. 
E not lewd Jove 
Thus to wrong my chaſte love, 
For ſpite of your rakehelly godhead, 
By dan and by night, 
= will have her right, 
Nor be, of, dues nuptial, defrauded, 
Pi! ferret the haunts 
Of your female gallants, 
In vain you in darkneſs encloſe them, 
Your favourite jades, 
I plunge to the ſhades, 
Or into cows metamorphoſe them. 


L 3 


80 NG. 


(ne) 
ö 
B by your friends adviſed, 


Too harſh, too haſty dad! 


Maugre your bolts, and wiſe head, 
The world will think you mad. 


What worſe can Bacchus teach Men, 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 
Than break the lamps, beat watchmen 

And ſtagger to ſome punk. 
| D NU. 
82 you mean to hire for ſervice 
Come with me, you jolly dog, 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hog. 
With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed ; | 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef and cabbage, 
Butter, milk, and oaten-bread. 
Come ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 
And when daily labour's over, 
We'll all dance to your ſtrum, firum, 
Done, ſtrike hands, I take your offer, 
Farther on, I may fare worſe, 
Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer, _ 
_ Hungry guts, and empty purſe, 
Do, ſtrike hands; *tis kind I offer, 
I ftrike hands, and take your offer, 
Farther ſeeking you'll fare worle, 
Farther, on I may fare worſe, 
Pity ſuch a lad ſhould ſuffer, 
Zooks, I can no longer fuffer, 
Hungry guts, and empty purſe, 
Hungry guts, and empty. purſe, 
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ve & 


„ 
s O N G. 
Tune, If tis joy to wound a lover, 
F the ſwain we ſigh for preſs us, 
Oh how pleaſing tis to pleaſe ! | 


If the fright we loath addreſs us 
How delightful *tis to teize. 


S8 ON G. Tune, Mirleton. 
i I cannot plague the lubber, 
Now I have him in my crib, 
If, when he begins to blubber, 
I can't ſoothe or laugh, or fb, _ 
Doom'd for life, Imay be, 
Io play with my baby, 
And to wear a ſlabb'ring bib, 


S ON G. Tune, Three ſheep-ſkins, | 


RLS are known 
| To mifchief prone ;- 
If ever they be idle, 
Who would rear 
Two daughters fair, 
Mauſt hold a ſteady bridle : 
For here they ſkip, 
And there they trip, 
And chis and that way ſidle. 
Giddy Maids, Po 
Poor filly jades, ö 
All after men are gadding /; 
Tbey flirt pall-mall, 
Their train to ſwell, 
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To coxcomb, coxcomb adding 
To ev'ry fop 


They're cock-a-hoop, 
And ſet their mothers e 


8 & N 8. 
RAY goody, pleaſe to modcyare the rancoy; 
of your tongue: 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember, when the judgment's weak, the pre- 
judice is ſtrong, ä 
A ſtranger why will you deſpiſe ? 
ly me | 
Try me | 
Prove, &er you deny me, | 
If you caſt me 
Off, you blaſt me 
Never more to riſe. 


S8 O N G. 


5 To a French tune, A la ſante du pere d'Oleron. 


ſhoes 


81 a paltry Neun, not fit to wipe my 


4 


Dare my amours to croſs ? 
Shall a peaſant minx, when juſtice Midas woes, 

Her noſe up at him toſs ? 

No, I'll kidnap—then poſſeſs her. 


5 I'll ſellher Pol a ſlave, get mundungus in exchange, 


So glut to the height of pleaſure, 
My love and my revenge. 


SONG. Tune, Speelagh na Gig. 
UPITER .wenches and drinks, 
He rules the roaſt in the Ys 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as I. ſuns 


An 


l, 


(.. 229 -} 
Juno rates him 
And grates him, 
And leads his highneſs a weary liſe ; 
I have my laſs 
And my glaſs, 
And ſtrole a batchelor's merry life. 


Let him fluſter 
And bluſter, 


Yet cringe to his harridan's furbella; 


To my fair tulips 
I glew lips, 
And clink the cannikin here below, 


SONG. Tune, Sheelagh na Gniragh. 
'URE I ſhall run with vexation diſtracted, 
i} To ſee my purpoſes thus counteracted! 
This way, or that way, or which way ſoever, 
All things run contrary to my endeavour. 


Daughters projecting 
Their ruin and ſhame, 
Fathers neglecting | 
The care of their fame, 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous viper; 


At your feet a tender ſwain 
Tays you will not let him languiſh, 


He not long needs ſue in van ; 


Scarce will meet his like again. 


Here's a fine dance but 'tis he pays the piper. 


BONG. Tune, When on the dear boſom lying. 
| Ovely nymph aſſwage my anguiſh ; 


One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Did you know the lad who courts you, 


rince of ſong, of dance and ſports you 


SONG. 
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SONG. Tune, The Prieft in his boos, 


F you can-capef,”as well as you modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 

Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a God o lag; 

Will be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place, 


His beard is fo frow ſy, his geſtures fo av. K ward en 
And his bag- pipe has ſo drowſy a drone, 
That if they find you, as I did, no backwards, 

You may count on all the girls as your on a 


2 UE T. Tune, Bobbing Joan. 


Vminikin miſs— do you fancy that Pol 
Can ever be caught by an infant's doll! 
Can yo u, miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he will fall 
In love with the gyanteſs of Guildhall ? 
Pigmy elf, 
Coloſſus itſelf, 
You will lie till you're mouldy upon the {cif 


You ſtump o' th? gutter, you hop o' my thumb, 
A huſband for you muſt from Lilliput come; 
You ſtalking ſteeple, you gawk ſtag, 
Your huſband muſt come from robe ignag. 
Sour grapes, * 
Lead apes, 


P11 humble your vanity miſtreſs Trapes, 


Mou 


Miſs your aſſurance 4 
And miſs your high airs 
Is paſt, all indurance Fe 29's: 
Are at their laſt pray'rs, _- - 
No more of theſe freedoms miſs RY beg. 
_ Miſs Daphne” 8 conceit muſt be lower 45 P's, 


TY 


(131 
Poor ſpite 
Pride hurt! 
Liver white! 
Rare ſport! 
o, Mew your teeth, ſpitſire, do, but you can 't 
ee 
aug! bine ſoon will be laid in the dirt. 


SON. G. Tune, The Lottery. 


\ VT ha pleaſures will abound 
When my wife is laid in ground. 
Oh what pleaſures, &c. 

Let earth cover her. 

We'll dance over her 

When my wife's laid in the ground, 

Let earth, &c. 

) how happy ſhould be 

would little Nyſa pig with me. 

O how happy, & c. 


el How I'd mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her, 
vould little Nee pig with me. 
How I'd mumble, &c. 


SON G. Tune, Lary Grogan, 


F into your hen-yard 
The treacherous Reynard, 
dteals lily, your poultry to ravage, to ravage. 
ith gun you attack him, 
Fith beagles you track him, 
AiPs fair to deſtroy the fell ſavage, fell ſavage. 


Pol, who comes picking 
p Wy tender chicken, No 
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No means do I ſcruple to baniſh, to baniſh. 
With pow'r I'll o'erbear him, 
With fraud I'll enſnare him 
By hook, or by crook he ſhall vaniſh, (121 
| vaniſh. 


0 AT CH for three Voices. 
Pune, Cold and Raw. 


ASTER Poll, : | 
And his toll de roll-loll, c 
Pl buffet away from our plain, Sir; ; 
And J'Il aſſiſt But 
Vour worſhip's fiſt, | | a; 
With all my might and main, Sir; 
And Lill have a thump, 
Tho? he is {oÞlump, 
And makes ſuch a woundy racket. 
Fl bluff, * 
Pll rough, 
I/II huff, 
I'll cuff, 
And I warrant we pepper his jacket. 
Chor. I'll bluf, &c. 


For all his cheat-, 
And wenching feats 
He ſhall rue on his knees em, 
Or ſkip, by goles, a 
As high as Paul's, 
Like ugly witch on beſom; 
Arraign'd he ſhall be 
Of treaſon to me! 
And I with my davy will hack it; 


(133) 
I'll ſwear, 
P11 ſnare, 
I'll tear. 
O rare! 
And I'll warrant we pepper his jacket. 
Chor. I'II ſwear, &c. 


SONG. Tune, Kettle Bender. 


HAT' the devil's here to do, 
Ye logger-heads, and gyphies ? 
Sirrah you, and huſſey you, 

And each of you tipſey is. 

But I'll ſure pull down your pride as 

A gun, or as I'm juſtice Midas. 

e 

| O tremendous juſtice Midas, 

Who ſhall oppoſe wiſe juſtice Midas, 


8 O N a. 
OW I'm ſeated, 
I'll be treated, 
Like the ſophi on his throne, 
In my preſence _ | 
Scoundrel peaſants, | 
Shall not call their ſouls their own. 


Lady Coventry's Minuet. 
| My beheſt 1 1 
: He who beſt is, 
Shall be fix'd muſician chief; 
Ne'er the loſer, N 
Shall ſhew his WY here, 
But be tranſported like a'thief, - _ 
Chor. O tremendous, e. 
IU 1 M 8 ON. 


(6134). 
IE F 
Pox of your pother about this or that, 
Your ſhrieking or ſqueaking a ſharp or a 

e 5 
I'm ſharp W my bumpers, you're flat, maſter 
„„ 
So here goes a ſet - to at toll de roll loll, 


When beauty her pack of poor lovers would 
hamper, : a 

And after miſs Will o' the Wiſp the fools ſcamper, 

Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady extol, 


Pray what's all this fuſs for, but toll de rol lol. 


Mankind are a medley—a chance-medley race, 

All tart in full cry to give dame Fortune chace; 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs luck is all, 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll lol de roll. 


I've done, pleaſe oft worſhip, 'tis rather toe 
- | long, | Ts . : 

IJ only meant life is but an old ſong ; 

The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll, 

Where all act the ſcene of toll lol de rol lol. 


„ 95d Bold@) N Io 5 
AHK, endende fleenng, 
Ye danc'd 6n down away; 

When my ſoft vows repeating, 
At Daphne's feet I lay. 
But, from her charms when funder'd, 
As Midas” frowns-prelags, 4. 
Each hour ll. ſeem an hundr ed, 


Each day appearzan age. 
8102 | * CH ORC, 


— 
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. 
98 triumphant ſits the bard, 
Crown'd with bays, his due reward. 
Exil'd Pol ſhall wander far, 
Exil'd twang his faint guittar, 
While with ecchoing ſhouts of praiſe, 
We the bagpipe's glory raiſe. 


NN 6. 


Tune, Puſh about the briſk bowl. 
UNCE, I did but fham, 
For Apollo I am, 
God of muſic, and king of Parnaſs : 
| Thy ſcurvy decree, 
For Pan, againſt me, 
I reward with the ears of an aſs. 


Thou a Billingſgate quean, 
Thou a pander obſcene, 
| With ſtrumpets and bailiffs ſhall claſs, 
| Thou; driven from min 
Shalt wander with Pan, | 
He a ſtinking old goat, thou an aſs, an aſs, &c. 


Be thou ſquire—his eſtate 

To thee I tranſlate, 

To you his ſtrong cheſts, wicked maſs, 
Ly happy, while I, 
Recall'd to the ſky, 

Make all the Gods laugh at Midas, 
All the Gods laugh at Midas, 


M 2 GRAND 
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CRAND CHORUS. 


O the bright God of day, 
Let us dance, ſing, and play, 
Clap — ev'ry lad with his laſs. 
Now criticks lie ſnug, 
Not a hiſs, groan, or ſhrug, 
Remember the fate of Midas, Midas. 
Remember the fate of Midas. 


—— 


—— 


8 O N. 


AVE women and wine there is nothing 1 in 

8 life, | 

That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 

When the heart is 1 and ſurrounded 
with care, 

Dear women and wine only cure it. 


Come on then, my boys, we'll have women and 
Wine, 

And wiſely to purpoſe employ them; 

He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 

Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


Our wine ſhall be old, * and ſound, my dear 
Jack, 
To heighten our am'rous fires ; 
Our girls young and ſound, and ſhall kif with 2 
ſmack, 
And ſhall ratify all our defires: 
The bottles we'll crack, and the girls we will 
ſmack, 
And gratify all our 3 CAN. 
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CANT A-'F A. 
| A&R 
\ HO'LL buy a heart, Myrtilla enes, 
And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 


A pair of eyes that wound at fight, 
And foil the diamond's piercing light, 


ReciTaTive.. 


Come hither ye that long to prove 

The ſoul enchanting joys of love: 

Quickly, quickly come, for he 

Buys that bids the moſt for me. 
OD 

But let no ſordid wretch preſume 

With even Cræſus wealth to come; 

Nor vainly hope for gems or gold, 

Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold ; 


So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin 1 take, 


CANT A T A. 
RE CITATIV E. 


: A* in a penſive mood Myrtilla ſat, 
Reſolving on the will of fate, 

A ſprightly youth devoid of care 

Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


M ns 


136% 
AIR. 

Thou vernal form of beauties plea, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee; 
With tranſport I recerv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale; 
Cou'd I command the ſtarry train, 
For thee I'd give it back again; 
Orif kind fate wou'd make thee mine, 
'The univerſe ſhou'd all be thine, 
Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries, 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize ; 


"The tale you heard was falſely told, 
Myrtilla's heart ſhall ne'er be ſold. 


Wonderful SON G. 
Tune, A Cobler there was. 


HERE was an old man, and that's not un- 
common, | | | 


But if they ſay true, he was born of a woman! 


And tho' quite incredible, I have been told 
He was rock'din his cradle, but age made him 
old. b 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


When e'er he was hungry he ſtill wanted meet, 


And if he cou'd get it, was certain to eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you'd give him a pot, 


But his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat, 


He ſeldom or never cou'd ſee without light, 
And yetl've heard ſay he cou'd hear at dork night; 


He has oft been awake in the day-time' tis ſaid, 


Scmetimes found aſleep as he lay in his age 
. li 
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His face was the ſtrangeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if *twas not waſh'd, it was not quite clean; 
And he ſhew'd all his teeth, if he happen'd to 
grin, 
For his mouth it was plac'd between noſe and 
chin. | 


"Twas obſerv'd that his tongue ne'er lay ain 
when he talk'd, 

Tho' he mov'd both his legs and his feet when he 
walk'd ; | 

Then his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd 
burſt, 


For one leg or other wou'd always be rt. 


When this whimſical piece had a river to croſs, 


If he cou'd not get over he ſtaid where he was; 
And tho? he ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry ground, 
Yet was always ſo lucky as ne'er to be drown'd, 


SONG in ALEXANDER, 


RreciTATILVE., 
WAS at the royal feaſt for Perſia won, 
By Phillip's warlike ſon ; 
Aloft in awful ſtate 
The godlike hero ſat 
On his imperial throne ; 
His valiant peers were plac'd around, 
Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bound, 
do ſhould deſert in arms be crown'd, 
The lovely Thais by his fide, 
date like a blooming eaſtern bride, 
In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride, 


A IX. 


Happy, happy, happy pair, 
None but the brave deſerves the fair. 


— — — — 2 
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FayouriteS ON Gs in the Suunks's Taz 


HT trifling, careleſs lover, 
Think not you can touch my heart, 
Till your ſighs your tears diſcover, 

That you feel love's keeneſt dart. 

When I fee thee humbly lying, 
Captive of my conquering eyes, 
Weeping, ſighing, fainting, dying, 

Such ſubmiſſion may ſuffice. 
So ſevere the lover's duty, 
Such the trophies due to beauty. 
Happy, trifling, careleſs lover, 
Think not you can touch my heart. 


$0: N 6. 
Tune, The maid that's made for love and me, 
” \ Fatal day to my repoſe, 
() When firſt J ſaw the faithleſs fair, 


No peace my wretched boſom knows, 
I love, alas! and I deſpair. 


| 9 O N G. 
N vain you attempt to engage, 
I Believe me you have not the art, 
No, no, you have not the art; 
The feeble attacks of old age, 
Can never endanger my heart. 


Gl 
Strea 
Sca 
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EO DEA YY, 
TYLARENTS think our inclination 


Ne'er ſhould fix 'till they approve, 


Loſt to ev'ry ſoft ſenſation, 
They forget what *tis to love, 


Void of ev'ry gen'rous paſſion, 
Lovers now with ſelſith art, 
Such the world's diſgraceful faſhion, 
Woo the intereſt, not the heart, 
Parents, &c. 


Thou alone, alike regarding 
Wealth and titles with diſdain, 
Worth with equal worth rewarding, 
Lov'ſt, and art beloy'd again. 

Parents, &c. 


0 N DER A v. 
CHORUS. 


APPY nation, who poſſeſſing, 
Nature's Gifts in full increaſe, 

Sees around thee ev'ry bleſſing, 

Scenes of plenty, ſcenes of peace. 


IX. 


Fields where golden Ceres waving, 
Gliſtens in the ripening ſun, 

Streams their fertile borders laving, 
Scatt'ring riches as they run. 


i 


Chorus. Happy nation, &e, 


ATR, 
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1 
„ 
Meads, where flocks and herds diſporting, 
Gay ly paint the checquer'd vale ; 
Groves, where happy ſhepherds courting, 
Softly breath their am'rous tale. 


Chorus. Happy nation, &c. 
AI N. 


Cooling Zephyrs, gently blowing 


Fragrance from the flow'ry plans; 
Temp'rate ſkies ſerenely glowing, 
Virtuous nymphs and valiant ſwains. 


Chorus, Happy nation, &c. 


0 N 8. 


AIL, England, old England, for glory re 


-nown'd, 
In arms as in arts, ſo tranſcendantly crown'd, 
"Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break, 
Tis thine to revenge when that honours at ſtake 
Then now rouze ye brave, draw the {word, poutt 
the neee 


And bid the bold cannon row! thunder to France 


CHORUS. 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons, to col. 
queſt purſue, 3 
For the trumpet of vict'ry's uplifted for you. 


Hark! truth ſpeaks already, our heroes preval 


The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia loot oy 


SLE 
” a 
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Thy cunning O! France it's own fate will decrees 

Succeſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by ſea, 

And wide o'er the main, ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 

To force that ſubmiſſion, which pride will defy, 
Chorus. Huzza, &c. 


Brittania rejoices your ardour to ſee, | 
My ſons fight, ſhe cries, *tis for freedom and me, 
Tho? Gallic ambition, alliance explore; 
You've conquer'd them now, whom you've con- 
uer'd before, 5 
And triumph thoſe truths to the Nations ſhall 
o | | 


Chorus, Huzza, &c, 


\ The ocean is George's, and George is our King. 


S O Ns. 


I L live to grow old, for I find I go down, 
Let this be my fate, in a fair country town, 


Let me have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 


And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute fway, 


And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears 


„away, | 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


In a country town, by a murm'ring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance, whereon I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad nag, to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, '&c, © © - 


LO With 
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With Horace and Petrarch, and two or three 
more, 
Of the beit wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon nor 
teal, f 


And clean, tho? courſe linnen at ev'ry meal. 
May I govern, &c. 


With a pudding on Sundays, with tout humming 
liquor, 

And remnants of Latin to welcome the vicar ; 

With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 

| To drink the king's health as oft as J dine, 

May I govern, &c. 


When the days are grown ſhort, and it freezes 
and ſnows, Ho | | 
May I have a coal fire as high as my noſe ; 
A fire, which once ſtirr'd up with the prong, 
Will keep the room temp'rate all the night long, 
May I govern, &c. | 


With courage undaunted, may J face my laſt 

And when I am dead may the better ſort ſay; 
In the morning when ſober, in the evening when 

mel 

He's gone, and ha'nt left behind him his fellow. 


For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better, as his ſtrength wore 

away. ff 
Without gout or ſtone, by à gentle decay. 


SONG, 


0-145; F-.-- | 
EE how the genial god of day 
Salutes the warm, the bluſking year; 


Chear'd by his beams, how bright, how gay, 
The fields, the groves, the flowers appear! 


And bark! in yonder vocal bower 
The turtle plies his amorous theme, 
All nature owns love's mighty power, 
And deeply drinks the quick'ning beam, 
And, tell me, do theſe ſcenes impart 
No friendly warmth to thee alone ? 
Wilt thou not give me back my heart, 
Nor yet repay me with thine own ? 


Ah! why would nature make thee fair, 
And not diſpoſe thee to be kind; 
170 love, alas ! is to deſpair, 

And not to love is to be blind. 


8 0 N. 


EAR girl never truſt to thy charms, 
4 Youth's fugitive ſeafon improve; 
| Oh ! take the dear man to thine arms, 
Nor bluſh at an innocent love. 
Too ſoon and that ſweet roſy bloom, 
That elegant form ſhall decay; 
That hair like the raven's dark plume 
Shall be ſilvering over with grey. 
The fops that now flatter around 


Shall find ſome more favourite ſair ; 
0 5 Volt 
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Whilſt you drop diſpis'd to the ground 
With envy conſum'd and deſpair, 


Then liſt to the counſel I give 

And be not by flatt'ry betray'd ; 

Left you ſhould be fated to live 
Like me, a he 67 old maid. 


_ 


FF 
OOK back, behold! 
The mining gold; 

Come take, and freely uſe it, 

Hark ! hark, it chinks! 

Sweet ſound; methinks LT, 
No lawyer can refule it. 

Sce | hear's a bribe 

For halt your tribe, 
And will you then be jogging ? 

'T1s gencrous wine, 

How bricht !' how fine! 
Come take the other noggin. 


Tice vou relent - 
Lis enough, be content; 
Two ſuch pleaſing athyrements what ſaint can 
withitind, 
The glaſs at the lips, and the RY in the hand! 


% N 8. 


FF: IS agreed; ſay no more; 
All my icruples are o'er; 
Jam your's, m lad, body and ſoul : 
Thus for be wer, for worſe, 
I jota hands with your purſe ; 


And J warrant I'll ae, the whole, Fill 


: 
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Fill a glaſs, my brave boy! 
Wnat is honour ?---A toy; 
What is honeſty, friendſhip or fame? 
Give me gold, and all theſe 
I can buy when I pleale, 
And put beggarly virtue to ſhame, <> 


Politicians, they ſay, ; | 
Only ſtruggle for pay, 1 
Each one puts up his conſcience to ſale ; : | 
And the patriot ſo nice, | 
When you. bid to his price, | | 
May be your's for the turn of the ſcale, | | q 


Then draw out your hoard, 
Connt it down on the board, 
To refuſe it I won'c be fo mad; 
Since there can be no doubt, | 
Shou'd one lawyer hold out, - 
But that more of the trade may be had. 1 


3 8 O N 6, = 
AREWEL, fond unhappy : creature | 
See, for me poor Clara dies; 12 
Light'ning blaſt each en den feature, 
Blind theſe fatal, fatal eyes! 


Vet what means this fond bewailing! 1 
Let the wretched fair one die; 

If my form is fo prevailing; 
Nature is in fault, not I. 


i. — —— 
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EQN. 
OME ſay that their rooms are all furnith'd 
k with gold, | 


Their vaults and their cellars, what good liquor 
they do hold, 5 

Their tables are furniſh'd with all ſorts of diſhes, 

Made * the beſt creatures, of beaſts, birds and 

> dM 

T live by the dike, with my dog by my ſide, 

And with ſuch homely fare, as my Joan doe: 

= provide; 1 pe 

- And am as well contented in my ſmall abode 


As thoſe in a palace, who dine A-la-mode, 

I labour, I amhearty, I whiſtle, and I ſing, 
Nor trouble myſelf much about any thing; 

But how to beſt haſband my ſmall renement, 
And pay to my landlord, when due, his full rent, 


At Night I go home to my Joan and relate 
What has happen'd that day, while the little 
ones do prate | 
Of their toys and babies, till fleep cloſe their 
3 eyes, 5 . | 
And Phoebus next morning invites me to riſe. 
I then to my ſpade, and my mattock do return, 
And make myſelf quite happy, for I never mourn; 
And I am well contented in my low eftate, 
And thank my kind ſtars that no worſe is my fate. 


SONG. 
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N. 
HEN Orhpeus went down to the repions 
below, 


Which men are forbidden to ſee ; a 


He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories Owe: 
To ſet his Euridice free, 


All Hell was aſtoniſhed a perſon ſo wiſe 
Should raſhly endanger his life; 

And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their ſurprize, 
When they heard that he came for his wife, 


To find out a puniſhment-due to the fault, 
Old Pluto had puzzled his brain; 
Put Hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought 
| So he gave him his wife back again. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 

| And pleas'd with his playing fo well; 

He took her again 1n reward of his art, 
rms power has mulick 1 in Helke 


o; IN DEW 


A. 


A SK if yon Damaſk Roſe, 
. A Nymph there lives 
A Boat | 
At Windſor 
As Neptune late travers'd 
At Totterdown hill | 
As thro' the Grove 
As tinkering Tom 
As when the Dove. 
As porter Will 
As I on purple tapeſtry 
Ariſe gentle muſe _ 
Attend ye nymphs 
Away to the field 
As I ſaw fair Chlora walk alone 
A pox of your pother 
Ah, happy hours, how fleeting 
As in a penſive mood Myrtilla ſat 


B, 


B' none rom many 
y the ga | 

Blab not * 
Blow, blow 
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By my ſighs 
BY ru fide of a ſtream 
Britons attend 
Behold my brave Britons 
| Bacchus one day 
Be by your friends advis'd 


C. 


OME ever filing liberty 
0 Come, Chloris 

Cleora ſat 

Copid, God of ſoft perſuaſion 
Come Roger and liſten 

Come live with me 

Come, Laura 


Ceaſe, Bel 1 Hepherd 


P. 
EAR Sir 
Dunce, I did but ſham 
Dear girl never truſt 


F. 


Ee ſongfters 
Fly ſwiftly ye minutes 


From clime to clime - 
Far ſweeter than 
Fair Aurora 
Fair Hebe I left 
Fill your glaſſes 


Tarzwel, fond unhappy « creatute 


N 1 
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7 OM G. 
ENEROUS wine 
Glide gently on 
Go, tuneful bird 


Go roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace 
Girls are known | 


TS I. 
T T ARK, hark, o'er the plains 
— Hark, I hear 
How gentle was 
Hark! the horn 
Hear me, gallant ſailor 
Hark ! the birds 
Haſte, Lorenzo 
Hark Dapbne, from | 
Happy, crifling, careleſs lover 


Happy nation, who poſſeſſing 


Hail, e old Eng land 


I and }. 


OY to the happy pair 
If o'er the cruel 

I made love to Kate 
Jack, thou'rt a toper | 
In a plain pleaſant cottage 
If love's a ſweet paſſion 
Jove, in his chair 
If the ſwain we ſigh for 
If I cannot plague the lubber 


jupiter wenches and drinks 


If you can caper 
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If into your hen-yard , 
In vain you attempt to engage 
If I live to grow old | 


L. 
ADS and laſſes 
| Let them cenſure 
| Let the tempeſt of war 
Life is checquer'd 
| Let ambition 
Let not rage 
Lend your aid 
nar the alarm 
Lovely nymph aſſwage 
Look back, "behold s 


| M* days have been 

| My dear miſtreſs 
My bliſs too long | 
| My minikin miſs 


| Maſter Poll 


N. 

YMPHS and ſhepherds 

| Near a thick grove 
Now Phebus ſinketh 

Nor on beds 

Now pleaſure unbounded 5 

No longer let whimſical ſongſters 
Nature gave all creatures arms 
Now I'm ſeated ld 
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O. 


Wouldſt thou know 
O greedy Midas 
Once the _ 
Oh! awney 
Oh! Nelly 


O what pfeaſures will abound 
O fatal day 


P. 

HO" pox of this nonſenſe 

Preach not me 
Philaria's charms 
Palzmon lov'd Paſtora 
Phœbus meaner themes diſdaining 
Paſtora's come : 
Pray goody, pleaſe | 
Darents think our inclination 


8. 

IT IN 

Sweet thruſh 
N Vis whoſe eyes 
Sweet contentment 
Some cburtly youth 
Since you mean to hire 
Shall a paltry clown 
Sure I ſhall run 
See triumphant ſits 
Save women and wine 
See how the genial god 
vous oy Fat their rooms 


„ IT I. 2. WS. 9. We. 
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HF, wicked wits . 
The lads and the laſſes 

To him who 

The heavy hours 

'Tis too late for a coach 

The fragrant lilly 


| Thy father, away 


The ſun from the eaſt 
The feſtive board 
To keep my gentle Jeſſy 


The world, my dear Mira 


The whiſtling plowman 
The militia are 

The lark's ſhrill nates 
The ecchoing horn 

The women all tell me 
Think not lewd Jove 
To the bright god of day 


There was an old man 


8 'iwvas at the royal feaſt 


Tis agreed, ſay no more 


and V. 


n DER the green wood WT: | 
Under this ſtone 
Vulcan contrive 5 


Unhappy me, what mall I is * 
W. 


HEN trees did bud 
With early horn 


Wake the lute F. 


IH —_— 
Where the jeſſamine 
When Phoebus 
While at Armida's feet 
ould you know | 3 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air 
With women and wine | 
ane, wine, is alone 
hen firſt I ſaw 
When Damon firſt 
Where ſhall Celia 
With Delia 2 
What ſhepherd or nymph 
Water parted 
What means 
Where the bee ſucks | 8 
Wonld you taſte the morning air 
While overnice criticks 
What the devil's here to do 
Who'll buy a heart 
When Orpheus went down 


PUTS 1 
OUNG Celia | 

3 : Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds 
| | | Young Jockey he courted 
Fe chearful virgins 
Ve fair married dames 
N Voung Strephon 
= Young Colin 

Young Daphne 

Ye youths be advis'd 


— 


